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PREFATORY   NOTE. 


Shortly  after  the  death  of  Robert  McLean  Calder,  the 
suggestion  was  made  that  a  new  and  enlarged  edition  of 
his  poetical  writings  would  prove  acceptable  to  many  of 
his  old  friends  and  the  public  generally.  Mr  Calder,  I 
believe,  had  intended  to  prepare  such  a  collection,  but 
circumstances  at  the  time  were  unfavourable  ;  and  now 
since  he  has  gone,  that  task  has  fallen  to  other  hands.  I 
gladly  undertook,  at  the  request  of  several  who  were 
interested  in  the  proposal,  the  work  of  arranging  the  very 
large  amount  of  material  placed  in  my  hands  by  Mr  Peter 
Calder,  London,  brother  of  the  deceased  bard.  The  present 
edition  contains  but  a  tithe  of  what  had  been  penned.  It 
seems  perfectly  marvellous  how,  notwithstanding  the 
demands  of  a  busy  professional  life,  Mr  Calder  found 
opportunity  for  indulging  his  poetic  gift.  It  was  his  one 
hobby,  and  he  appears  to  have  been  indefatigable  in  its 
cultivation.  A  preference  has  naturally  been  given  to 
those  productions  based  on  scenes  and  incidents  in  his 
native  Berwickshire.  He  was  devotedly  a  man  of  the 
Merse ;  and  one  is  glad  to  know  that  his  name  and  work 
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are  lovingly  cherislicd  ;ill  over  tlic  county.  At  Pohvarth, 
\\  here  his  happy  boyhood  days  were  ])assed,  a  tangible 
I'cniindpr  of  his  association  witli  that  histoiic  hamlet  is 
shortly  to  be  erected.  I'olwarth  is  proud  of  her  poet,  and 
the  little  kirk  on  the  brae,  of  which  he  so  frequently  wrote, 
will  soon  have  added  to  it  this  fresh  touch  of  interest  and 
lomance.  We  do  well  to  so  shrine  the  memory  of  our 
sons  of  song. 

Though  Robert  McLean  Calder  cannot  be  ranked  among 
the  outstanding  poets  of  his  country,  he  at  least  deserves  a 
worthy  place  on  the  roll  of  minoi-  bards.  He  attempts  no 
lofty  flight.  His  productions  are  of  the  simplest  character, 
and  it  is  their  very  simplicity  that  wins  our  admiration  and 
sympathy.  He  is  essentially  a  poet  of  the  home.  The 
fireside,  and  the  joys  of  domestic  life  the  ceaseless  play  of 
sunshine  and  shadow  on  the  cottage  and  the  hearth  the 
quiet,  unatfected,  untarnished  round  of  rural  labour— the 
vivid  memories  of  past  scenes  and  incidents — are  the 
themes  that  have  most  stirred  his  soul  and  inspiied  his 
pen.  He  bus  not  failed  in  the  liigli  mission  he  set  before 
bim  no  aim  more  noble — to  comfort  and  cheer  his  brethren 
of  lowlier  lot.  There  are  many  to-day  in  Berwickshire,  and 
in  other  parts  of  the  world,  for  whom  life  with  all  its  toil 
and  worry  has  become  a  sweeter  existence  because  of  the 
manful  message  of  this  bumble  singer. 

The  accompanying  memoir,  from  lack  of  informative 
material,  is  necessarily  confined  to  the  main  incidents  of  a 
somewhat  uneventful  career.  But,  indeed,  for  such  a  life 
there  could  not  be  expected  the  heavier  m;uiipul;ition  of  ;i 
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complete  biography.  Such  as  it  is,  it  reveals  that  the 
writer  of  the  verses  comprising  this  volume  kneAV  whereof 
he  voiced  so  well  and  so  truthfully  the  ups  and  downs 
which  meet  so  many  amid  these  changeful  scenes.  His 
message  is  earnest  and  faithful ;  and  sent  out  now  in  new 
guise,  it  may  serve  to  stimulate  and  strengthen  other  souls 
"speeding  onward  in  the  race  of  life." 

It  remains  to  acknowledge  the  courtesy  of  Miss 
Warrender,  author  of  Marchmoni  and  the  Humes  of  Polwarth  ; 
Messrs  Wm.  Blackwood  &  Sons,  Edinburgh ;  and  the  Editor 
of  the  Border  Magazine,  for  the  privilege  of  reproducing 
several  of  the  illustrations. 

W.  S.  Crockett. 

tweedsmuir, 

Peeblesshire, 

November,  1897. 
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MEMOIR. 

ROBERT  MCLEAN  CALDER  was  born  at  Castle 
Street,  Duns,  Berwickshire,  November  19th,  1841. 
He  was  the  fourth  child  of  a  family  of  nine  sons  and 
one  daughter  born  to  George  and  Elizabeth  Calder. 
The  Calders  had  long  been  settled  in  the  county.  A 
common  tradition  of  the  family  claims  descent  from 
the  Thanes  of  Cawdor.  The  English  Calders,  it  may 
be  interesting  to  note,  affirm  the  same  ancestry. 
George  Calder,  who  was  born  at  Abbey  St.  Bathans, 
is  described  as  a  man  of  strong  character  and  quick 
intellect,  holding  somewhat  advanced  views  on  religious 
and  political  questions,  an  extensive  reader,  and 
withal,  "  a  man  whose  powers  of  mind  were  far  above 
the  ordinary  run  of  a  country  villager."  Bringing 
to  his  home  in  very  early  life  a  bride  from  the  clan 
M'^Lean,  whose  grand-parents  had  crossed  from  Mull 
and  travelled  south  with  Sir  John  MacDonald,  who  had 
inherited  the  estate  of  Whitehill,  one  can  scarcely 
conceive  of  a  happier  alliance,  or  which  contributed 
more  to  the  general  welfare  of  her  family.  The  warm 
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Celtic  character  of  the  mother  mirrored  itself  in  more 
than  one  of  her  children  ;  her  keen  intellectual  faculties 
shone  out,  perhaps,  most  of  all,  in  the  subject  of  this 
memoir ;  whilst  her  deep  religious  convictions  were  a 
savour  of  sweetness  and  a  source  of  strength  to  all  who 
were  privileged  to  know  her.  "  My  mother,"  writes  one 
of  her  sons,  "  had  a  noble  and  refined  mind,  and  high 
literary  faculties ;  and  had  opportunity  and  time  been 
granted  her,  she  would,  I  am  convinced,  have  left 
memorials  of  her  talents ;  but  my  father  married  very 
young  and  family  cares  began  early,  and  continued  all 
through  life.  Her  memory  to  me  is  very  sacred,  and  I 
look  upon  her  as  one  of  the  noblest  spirits  I  ever  knew — 
a  gentle,  unselfish,  and  heroic  woman.  I  shall  never 
forget  my  last  interview  with  her  by  her  deathbed,  as  I 
had  unavoidably  to  leave  for  London.  I  fancy  I  see 
her,  looking  down  at  her  thin,  emaciated  frame,  and 
repeating  clearly  and  distinctly,  and  with  true  eloquence 
— for  she  was  a  fine  reader  and  reciter — 

'  Soon  shall  this  earthly  frame,  dissolved, 
In  death  and  ruins  lie; 
Hut  better  mansions  wait  the  just. 
Prejiared  above  tlio  sky. 

An  house  eternal,  built  by  God. 

Shall  lodge  the  holy  mind, 
When  once  those  prison  walls  have  fallen 

liy  which  'tis  now  confined.'" 

It  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  such  mothers  are  the 
saviours  of  the  people.  Their  influence,  unknown  on  the 
broader  arenas  of  life,  confined  chiefly  to  the  narrower 
boundaries  of  homo,  has  nevertheless  made  itself  signifi- 
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cantly  felt  through  the  character  and  life  of  those 
receptive  souls  whom  a  good  Providence  has  blessed 
with  a  home  atmosphere  at  once  religious  and  patriotic. 
Young  Calder  had  reason  to  be  thankful  for  such  a  home, 
and  for  so  faithful  a  mother.  To  her  he  owed  his 
future,  and  the  sterling,  pure  purpose  that  graced  his 
life. 

The  town  of  Duns,  though  the  laro-est,  is  not  the 
county  town  of  Berwickshire.  But  most  of  the  business 
of  the  county  is  transacted  there.  And  if  not  always  a 
stirring  place,  it  is  a  fair  example  of  a  Scottish  market- 
town.  Duns  is  associated  with  several  important 
incidents  in  Scottish  history,  and  not  a  few  distinguished 
men,  from  Duns  Scotus  downwards,  have  been  natives 
of  the  place.  At  Duns,  George  Calder  followed  the 
occupation  of  a  baker  and  miller.  It  was  a  hard  life, 
but  he  faced  it  manfully  and  kept  up  his  spirit  in 
wonderful  degree  in  spite  of  many  difficulties.  In  this 
uphill  fight  he  was  aided  by  the  counsel  and  cheer  of  a 
wise  and  winning  helpmeet.  A  woman  of  profound 
faith  and  gentle  disposition,  an  excellent  housewife,  and 
just  the  kind  of  soul  best  fitted  to  lend  inspiration  to 
the  humblest  tasks  was  this  Highland  maiden  whom 
he  had  wooed  and  won. 

In  1846  the  Calders  quitted  Duns.  Henceforth  their 
life  was  to  be  spent  in  a  quieter  sphere.  Polwarth,  to 
which  hamlet  they  removed,  is  distant  only  a  few  miles 
from  their  former  abode.  The  parish  lies  in  almost  the 
very  centre  of  the  county,  and  is,  with  one  exception, 
the  smallest  in  the  shire.  But  it  is  one  of  the  prettiest 
and  fullest  of  romantic  memories.  Scottish  song  has 
shrined    its  sweet-sounding  name.     Scottish   story  has 
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gathered  around  it  a  wealth  of  honourable  association. 
Pohvarth-on-the-Green  is  a  name  familiar  to  all  lovers 
of  the  national  minstrelsy.  It  would  indeed  be  difficult 
to  stifle  the  poetic  feeling  amid  such  surroundings. 
Nature  has  dowered  the  place  with  uncommon 
attractiveness,  and  there  is  the  added  charm  of  history 
in  its  most  varying  phases,  whilst  romance  and  old 
tradition  have  not  wholly  lost  their  ^/^(^ortOHr/f  amid  the 
quick  march  of  modern  days.  "  The  long  brown  slopes 
of  Lainmevmuir  seem  to  pause  before  making  a  rapid 
descent  into  the  Merse,  and  the  wooded  crest  of  Kyles 
Hill  looks  boldly  forth  across  the  wide  expanse  of 
plain  that  sweeps  to  the  foot  of  Cheviot;  and  there — 
where  the  heather  ceases,  and  the  rich  grass  fields  run 
up  among  the  sheltering  plantations — nestles  the  little 
village,  which  for  centuries  has  been  known  as  Polwarth- 
on-the-Green.  It  is  a  singularly  picturesque  spot."  ^  In 
form  not  unlike  an  English  hamlet  of  the  attractively 
romantic  type,  it  gathers  itself  with  a  kind  of  easy,  self- 
contented  air  around  the  one  dominating  feature  of  the 
place — the  Green.  "There  are  no  formal  row^s  of  houses  : 
ash  trees  of  immense  size  and  great  age  overhang  the 
thatched  cottages  which  are  dotted  about  in  groups  of 
twos  and  threes.  Each  has  its  garden,  bright  with 
flowers ;  while  interspersed  among  them  are  little 
hedged-in  paddocks,  where  generally  a  pony  is  grazing. 
There  are  only  about  twenty  inhabited  cottages  now, 
for  the  village  is  dwindling  away ;  but  w'ithin  the 
memory  of  persons  still  alive,  there  were  nearly  double 
the  number."  ^ 

1  Mnrchmont  and  the  Humes   of   Pnliearlh,   p.    2 — Miss  Warreiuler. 
Wm.  Blackwood  &  Sons,  Edinburgh,  18iU. 
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One  is  therefore  not  surprised  to  find  the  spirit  of 
poetry  at  work  in  such  a  place,  so  primitive,  so  blessed 
of  Nature,  so  rich  in  imperishable  memories.  Long-  be- 
fore Allan  Ramsay  wrote  his  Pohvarf-on-the-Green  an 
older  song  and  melody  had  been  current  in  the  district. 
Both  are  now  lost,  all  that  survives  being  the  first 
and  last  four  lines  of  the  Tea-Table  Miscellany  version : 

"^<  Polwart  on  the  Green. 

If  you''ll  meet  me  the  morn. 
Where  levers  do  convene 

To  (lance  about  the  thorn, 
A  kindly  welcome  ye  shall  meet 

Frae  her  wha  likes  to  view 
A  lover  and  a  lad  complete, 

The  lad  and  lover  you. 

Let  dortyi  dames  say  na  i  saucy 

As  lang-  as  e'er  they  please. 
Seem  caulder  than  the  sna' 

While  inwardlj-  they  bleeze  ; 
But  I  will  frankly  shaw  my  mind, 

And  yield  my  heart  to  thee  ; 
Be  ever  to  the  captive  kind 

That  laugs  na  to  be  free. 

At  Polwart  on  the  Green, 

Amang  the  new-mawn  hay, 
Wi'  sangs  and  dancing  keen, 

We  '11  pass  the  heartsome  day. 
At  nicht  if  beds  be  o'er  thranf/  laid 

And  thou  he  tirin^d  of  thine, 
Thou  shalf  he  irelcoine,  my  dear  lad. 

To  tak^  a  part  of  mine. 

A  much  more  graceful  composition,  bearing  the  same 
title,  was  written  earty  in  the  present  century  by  John 
Grieve,   an   Ediuburoh    hat    manufacturer,  one    of   the 
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Ettrick  Shepherd's  most  intimate  friends,  to  whom  he 
dedicated  Mador  of  the  Moor,  and  introduced  as  Bard 
the  fourteenth  in  the  Queen's  Wake  : — 

"  'Twas  suiiiiiK'i'-tidc  ;  the  cushat  sang 

His  ain'rous  roundehvy  ; 
And  dew,  like  clustered  diamonds,  hang 

On  flower  and  leafy  spray. 
The  coverlet  of  gloamin'  grey 

On  everything  was  seen, 
When  lads  and  lassies  took  their  way 

To  Pohvarth  on  the  Green. 

The  si»irit-nioving  dance  went  on, 

And  harndess  revelry 
Of  young  hearts  all  in  unison 

Wi'  love's  soft  witcherie  ; 
Their  hall  the  open-daisied  lea, 

"While  frae  the  welkin  sheen 
The  moon  shone  brightly  on  the  glee 

At  Polwarth  on  the  Green. 

Dark  eeii  and  raven  curls  were  there, 

And  cheeks  of  rosy  hue, 
And  finer  form,  without  compare, 

Than  pencil  ever  drew  ; 
But  ane.  wi'  eeu  o'  bonnie  blue, 

A'  hearts  confessed  the  <iueen, 
And  j)ride  of  grace,  and  beauty  too. 

At  Tolwarth  on  the  Green. 

Till'  miser  hoards  his  golden  store. 

And  kings  dominion  gain  ; 
While  others  in  the  battle's  roar 

For  honour's  trifles  strain. 
Away  such  pleasures,  false  and  vain 

For  clearer  mine  have  been 
Among  the  lowly,  rural  train 

At  Polwarth  on  the  Green." 
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Both  of  these  lyrics  refer  to  a  very  ancient  and 
pleasing  custom  which  long  prevailed  at  Polwarth,  and 
is  founded  on  the  following  tradition.  "  In  the  time  of 
Robert  II.  (1371-1390)  Sir  Patrick  de  Polwarth  died, 
leaving  an  only  child,  Elizabeth,  the  last  of  her  race. 
She  carried  the  broad  lands  of  Polwarth  and  Kimmerg- 
hame  into  the  Sinclair  family  by  her  marriage  with  Sir 
John  Sinclair  of  Herdmanston.  Their  great-grandson, 
John  Sinclair,  died  in  the  fifteenth  century  without 
male  issue.  The  estate  of  Herdmanston  devolved  on 
his  brother.  Sir  William  Sinclair  (from  whom  the 
present  Lord  Sinclair  is  descended),  but  his  lands  of 
Polwarth  and  Kimmerghame  went  to  his  daughters, 
Marion  and  Margaret.  The  heiresses  were  young  and 
beautiful ;  and  among  the  many  suitors  that  flocked 
round  them,  those  that  met  with  the  greatest  favour 
in  their  eyes  were  two  brothers,  George  and  Patrick, 
the  young  Humes  of  Wedderburn.  The  ladies'  uncle, 
Sir  William,  fearing  that  their  lands  should  go  out 
of  the  family,  not  only  refused  his  consent,  but  removed 
his  nieces  from  their  castle  of  Polwarth  to  lonely 
Herdmanston,  his  stronghold  on  the  northern  slopes 
of  Lammermuir.  Though  closely  immured,  they 
contrived,  by  the  help  of  an  old  beggar  woman,  to  send 
a  message  to  Wedderburn.  A  day  or  two  later,  a 
gallant  train,  headed  by  the  two  young  lovers,  rode  over 
the  hills  and  drew  rein  beneath  the  castle  walls.  An 
angry  parley  followed  the  demand  for  the  restoration  of 
their  lady-loves ;  but  the  "  Men  o'  the  Merse  "  were  too 
strong  to  be  resisted,  and  Sir  William  had  the  mortifi- 
cation of  seeing  the  heiresses  borne  away  in  triumph. 
The  double  marriage  was  celebrated  at  Polwarth,  and 
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the  wedding-dance  took  place  around  the  thorn  tree."^ 
In  commemoration  of  this  incident  all  future  marriage- 
parties  danced  round  the  thorn,  and  the  custom  con- 
tinued in  force  for  several  centuries,  but  gradually 
ceased  in  consequence  of  the  privacy  with  which 
marriages  are  now  conducted,  and  the  fall  of  the  original 
tree. 

Another  rhyme  of  unknown  origin  celebrates  this 
curious  old-world  custom. 

••  At  I'(il\vait-i)ii-tlie-Greeii 
We  oft  hae  merry  been, 
And  merry  we  '11  be  still 
While  stands  the  Kylie's  hill ; 
And  round  the  corn-bing 
W'l'II  hae  a  canty  fling; 
And  round  about  the  Thorn 
We'll  dance  till  grey-e'ed  morn 
Shall  lift  her  drowsy  bree 
On  mountain,  vale,  and  lea. 
At  Polwart-on-the-Green 
Our  forebears  oft  were  seen 
To  dance  about  the  Thorn, 
When  they  gat  in  their  corn  ; 
Sae  we  their  sons  wha  be, 
Shall  keep  the  ancient  glee. 
Nor  let  the  gree  gang  doun 
While  Polwart  is  a  toun.'' 

But  the  poetical  associations  of  Polwarth  are  of  an 
earlier  date  than  Ramsay's  or  Grieve's  day.  It  is  a 
remarkable  feature  that  these  are  chiefly  connected 
with  one  family — the  Humes,  the  great  house  of  the 
district,  the  overlords  and  owners  of  the  entire  parish. 

'  Marclimnnt  and  the  Humex  of  Pohvarth.     \).  1.5. 
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The  ancient  Border  house  of  Hume,  of  which  the 
Polwarth  Humes  were  a  not  unimportant  branch — 
represented  still  by  an  Earldom — has  long  played  a 
prominent  part  in  Scottish  history.  Not  a  few  of  its 
members  have  filled  conspicuous  positions  in  both 
Church  and  State.  Some  have  signally  distinguished 
themselves  in  military  aifairs,  while  peace  has  be- 
queathed its  honours  no  less  renowned.  In  the  republic 
of  letters  the  Polwarth  family  is  worthily  remembered, 
and  Scottish  poetry  is  indebted  to  several  for  their 
cultivation  of  its  art. 

Sir  Patrick  Hume  of  Polwarth,  the  sixth  laird,  a 
noted  favourite  at  the  court  of  James  VI.,  is  re- 
membered for  his  share  in  the  famous  "Flyting 
betwixt  Montgomerie  and  Polwart,"  a  somewhat 
scurrilous  composition  in  which  the  contending  parties 
do  not  hesitate  to  hurl  at  each  other  the  most  opprobri- 
ous epithets,  yet  with  all  good  feeling,  and  not,  as 
one  would  imagine,  the  bitter  outcome  of  a  real  quarrel. 
Sir  Patrick  is  the  author  of  a  more  sensible  poem,  Tlie 
Promine,  addressed  to  the  king,  and  favourably  received 
by  his  majesty.  Alexander  Hume,  Sir  Patrick's  brother, 
minister  of  Logie  in  Stirlingshire  from  1597  to  1609,  a 
gifted  poet-preacher  of  the  Scottish  Kirk,  preserves  his 
memory  in  those  Hymmes  and  Sacred  Songs  which 
long  delighted  the  hearts  of  the  pious  Lady  Culross  and 
her  Presbyterian  followers.  The  principal  poem  in  the 
collection — The  Day  Estivall — is  Hume's  masterpiece. 
It  is  one  of  the  finest  descriptive  poems  in  the  language, 
and  no  doubt  received  much  of  its  inspiration  from  the 
witching  scenery  around  the  Ochils.  Alexander  Hume 
is   also   the  author  of  some  six  tractates  on  religious 
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subjects  ;  one  of  these  being  a  telling  defence  of  church 
government  by  Presbytery,  which  gained  for  him  the 
commendation  of  Row  the  historian  as  one  uf  the 
"  faithful  witnesses  against  the  hierarchy  of  prelacy  in 
this  kirk."  In  the  seventeenth  century  flourished  an- 
other Patrick  of  the  same  noble  house,  a  learned  com- 
mentator on  Milton,  and  a  writer  of  Latin  odes.  But 
the  best  known  versifier  of  the  family  was  Grisell.  No 
name  is  held  in  devouter  memory  by  the  men  and 
women  of  the  Merse  than  that  of  their  sweet-faced  girl- 
heroine.     The  story  of  how,  amid  the  perilous  times  of 

u . 
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the  Reformation,  she  displayed  such  undaunted  courage 
and  touching  filial  devotion,  is  known  to  all  readers  of 
Scottish  history.  Every  boy  and  girl  in  the  county 
treasures  the  tale,  although  they  may  not  understand 
its  historical  setting.  How  many  from  far  and  near 
have  peered  into  that  vault  beneath  Pulwarth  Kirk  and 
conjured  up  the  incidents  that  seem  still  to  survive  in 
its  gloom  !  It  is  one  of  the  sacred  shrines,  not  only  of 
the  shire,  but  of  the  whole  country,  weirdly  testifying 
to  a  dark  and  trying  period  in  the  religious  life  of  the 
nation.  Amid  the  bitterness  of  exile-life  in  Holland, 
Grisell  Hume  found  time  to  fill  a  manuscript  book  with 
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poems  of  her  own  composition,  and  it  is  possible  that 
the  gem,  Were  na  my  heart  licht,  I  tvad  die,  without 
which  no  collection  of  Scottish  song  is  complete,  was 
penned  during  those  toilsome  days.  After  she  happily 
wedded,  when  the  darkness  of  persecution  had  passed, 
George  Baillie  of  Jerviswood  and  Mellerstain,  son  of 
Robert  the  martyr,  and  frequently  styled  the  "  Scottish 
Sidney,"  Polwarth  church  and  parish  were  more  closely 
knit  to  her  heart  than  ever,  and  memories  of  her  sunny 
life  consecrated  the  district  for  many  generations. 

Here  then,  amid  such  scenes  and  associations,  Robert 
Calder  passed  his  happy  boyhood.  The  place  accorded 
well  with  his  nature.  An  intelligent,  keen-eyed, 
knowledge-loving  lad,  he  did  not  fail  to  store  his  mind 
with  the  rich  lore  of  the  district.  He  became  familiar 
with  the  many  traditions  which  clung  to  cot  and  hall. 
The  fortunes  of  the  Marchmont  family  ;  the  story  of 
the  heiresses  ;  of  the  slaughtered  Laird  of  Murlierig ;  of 
the  Black  Well ;  of  the  Witches'  Knowe  ;  of  the  Pack- 
man's Brae ;  of  the  Hangit-man-Hill ;  of  the  Cov- 
enanters' march  through  the  parish ;  of  Cromwell's 
troopers  at  Choicelea ;  all  these  and  many  others  were 
discovered  and  held  in  high  veneration. 

At  Polwarth  he  was  sent  to  the  Infant  School,  insti- 
tuted and  kept  up  by  the  late  Lady  Hume-Campbell. 
In  musical  matters  he  must  have  been  a  precocious 
child,  for  we  are  told  that  although  not  yet  five  years 
old,  he  was  frequently  made  to  stand  on  the  master's 
chair  to  lead  the  other  children  in  their  simple  songs. 
Afterwards  he  attended  the  parish  school,  taught  by 
the  late  Mr  Smith  ;  but  his  time  there  was  brief  enough. 
"  The  three  R's  were  as  far  as  I  got,"  he  wrote,  "  for  at 
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the  early  age  of  nine  I  hired  out  at  the  farm  of  Rae- 
cleughhead  in  the  liumble  occupation  of  '  herding  craws," 
and  varying  this  with  cutting  thistles  or  gathering 
'  rack.'  During  this  time,  and  also  later  on  when 
herding  sheep  on  the  moors  by  Kyles  Hill,  I  supple- 
mented the  meagre  education  I  had  received  by  taking 
my  books  with  me  to  the  field  and  the  hill-side,  and 
improving  my  leisure  hours  in  studying  educational 
text-books  and  generally  reading  everything  I  could 
borrow  in  the  village.  My  father  and  mother — the 
former  being  a  man  of  more  than  ordinary  intelligence, 
and  the  latter  having  decided  poetical  ability — en- 
couraged me  in  every  way  in  these  efforts  to  improve 
my  mind."  Such  an  experience  is  by  no  means  un- 
common. Many  of  the  most  gifted  and  distinguished 
men  of  modern  times  have  passed  to  eminence  along 
this  way. 

From  the  hill-sides  and  the  quiet  retreats  of  romance- 
haunted  Polwarth,  he  returned  to  Duns.  His  uncle, 
Mr  Robert  M*^Lean,  a  leading  draper  in  the  town, 
wished  him  to  turn  his  thoughts  towards  a  commercial 
career,  and  to  this  particular  calling  he  apprenticed 
himself  for  what  were  destined  to  be  five  pleasant  and 
profitable  years.  During  this  period  he  sought  to  further 
improve  his  education  by  attending  evening  classes,  and 
also  by  studying  music  under  the  late  Rev.  Daniel 
Kerr,  United  Presbyterian  minister,  who  was  one  of 
the  pioneers  in  the  introduction  of  the  sol-fa  system 
into  Scotland.  After  three  sessions  at  the  music  classes 
he  took  a  certificate  of  proficiency  in  both  notations 
when  in  his  sixteenth  year.  It  was  during  this  time, 
too,  that  he  began  weaving  his  thoughts  and  observa- 
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tions  into  verse  and  venturing  to  contribute  to  the  local 
newspapers.  In  his  manuscript  book  the  first  insertion, 
of  date  1858,  bears  the  title,  "  The  Hawthorn  Tree,"  and 
as  a  specimen  of  our  bard's  early  musings,  it  is  here- 
with printed  : 

'Twas  on  a  sinnmer's  sunny  eve  when  nature  sought  to  rest, 
The  setting  sun  still  lingered  in  the  gaily  purpled  west ; 
'Twas  then  I  heard  a  maiden  sing,  "  'Tis  pleasure  dear  to  me 
To  meet  my  Shepherd  Laddie  by  the  hawthorn  tree.'' 
By  the  hawthorn  tree,  by  the  hawthoni  tree, 
To  meet  my  shepherd  laddie  by  the  hawthorn  tree. 

O  !  sweetly  sang  that  merry  maid  as  she  skipped  o'er  the  green ; 
A  happier,  smiling  face,  I  trow,  in  Polwart  ne'er  was  seen, 
8ae  rosy  was  her  cheek,  and  sae  brightly  shone  her  e'e. 
When  she  met  her  Shepherd  Laddie  by  the  hawthorn  tree. 
By  the  hawthorn  tree,  etc. 

'When  met  and  clasped  in  fond  embrace,  O  !  who  their  joys 

can  tell  V 
Sae  fondly  lo'ed  that  shepherd  lad  his  ain  dear  Isabel. 
Nae  lad  she  lo'ed  like  him,  aye  sae  blithe  and  gay  was  he, 
When  she  met  her  Shepherd  Laddie  by  the  hawthorn  tree. 
By  the  hawthorn  tree,  etc. 

The  journal  which  looked  thus  kindly  on  the  young 
lyrist  was  the  Berwick  Advertiser,  and  during  the 
remainder  of  his  stay  in  Duns  he  continued, to  be  a 
regular  contributor  to  its  columns. 

Among  his  acquaintances  during  those  years  at  Duns 
was  a  youth,  a  pupil-teacher  in  the  parish  school, 
Robert  Pringle,  afterwards  a  noted  educationist  and 
poet.  "  Many  happy  rambles  we  had  together  amid 
the  rural  scenery  of  the  neighbourhood,  drinking  in 
inspiration  for  the  early  efforts  of  our  poetical  effusions." 
3 


:U  A  liKiavK'KSKiitK  i;ai;i». 

Pringle  was  also  a  native  of  Duns,  born  in  the  same 
year  as  his  friend.  After  passing  with  distinction 
through  the  Training  College  at  Edinburgh,  he  was 
appointed  Latin  Master  in  Forfar  Academy,  and  is  now- 
settled  near  Manchester  as  the  head  of  a  large  institu- 
tion. He  has  published  several  scholastic  works  of 
high  merit,  and  is  well  known  as  a  writer  of  tlioughtful 
and  graceful  verse.  Both  young  men  kept  up  for 
many  years  a  regular  poetical  correspondence. 
Apprenticeship  over,  like  so  many  others  in  the 
same  line  of  business,  Calder  was  bent  on  seeing 
for  himself  the  more  fashionable  life  and  keener 
enterprise  of  London.  Accordingly,  having  obtained  a 
situation  in  the  extensive  establishment  of  Messrs 
Marshall  and  Snellgrove  in  Oxford  Street,  he  bade 
good-bye  to  the  simple  rustic  life  of  the  Merse,  for  the 
more  stirring  scenes  of  the  million-peopled  city.  While 
here,  he  was  one  of  a  baud  who  started  an  illustrated 
paper  called  the  Tomaluiv^h,  to  which  he  contributed 
a  series  of  poetical  sketches,  entitled,  "  Job  Lots  from 
behind  the  counter,"  and  many  others.  From  this 
situation  he  passed  into  the  employment  of  several 
other  firms,  and  for  a  short  time  also  was  engaged  in 
business  in  the  Isle  of  Wight  and  in  the  Lincolnshire 
town  of  Stamford.  Then  he  was  led  to  consider 
seriously  the  question  of  emigration.  Several  of  his 
acquaintances  had  crossed  to  America,  and  were 
fallen  on  prosperous  times.  London  offered  many 
facilities,  and  had  many  attractions  for  young  men  in 
business;  but  even  London  did  not  possess  the  enter- 
prise and  go-aheadness  so  characteristic  of  its  Western 
rivals.     Thus  were  many  well-meaning  and  industrious 
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young  mercantile  assistants  constrained  to  try  what 
fortune  might  bring  them  in  the  Greater  Britain  beyond 
the  seas.  Along  with  this  we  must  place  Calder's  in- 
herent passion  for  travel,  for  sight-seeing,  for  romance, 
for  a  life  of  novelty  and  change. 
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From  a  Sketch. 


Accordingly,  in  1866,  he  took  his  departure  from 
London  and  sailed  for  New  York.  The  American  Civil 
War  had  happily  ended,  but  the  joy  of  the  victors  had 
been  marred  by  regret  at  the  assassination  of  Lincoln, 
the  Good  President.  Better  times,  however,  had  dawned 
for  the  Bepublic.     Commerce  was  revived,  and  a  more 
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peaceful  spirit  slied  its  h()i)L-fnl  iiiHueiicc  on  all  classes. 
Breathinij^  freely,  there  was  now  room  and  due  occasion 
for  men  to  seek  anew  the  common  pleasures  and  relax- 
ations of  life.      And,  among  others,  the  concert-room 
and  the  theatre,  where  the  soul  might  be  soothed  and 
inspired  by  a  good  song  well  sung  or  a  noble  drama 
skilfully  represented.     Mr  Lloyd,  of  the  famous  Lloyd 
and  Bidaux's  Minstrels,  was  at  New  York  arranging  for 
an    extended  tour  in  the  States.     To  him  the  young 
emigrant  was  introduced,  well  armed  with  commenda- 
tions as  to  his  character  and  musical  gifts.     Mr  Lloyd 
at  once  enlisted  his  services,  and  Calder  very  soon  be- 
came a  most  popular  member  of  the  troupe.     Within 
the  next  three  or  four  months  they  had  visited  many  of 
the  chief  cities  and  towns,  being  everywhere  enthusias- 
tically received.     This  was  just  the  kind  of  life  Oalder 
enjoyed.     He  saw  the  country,  he  learned  much  in  the 
school  of  human  nature,  and  was  able  in  after  years  to 
turn  to  good    account   those  first    experiences   of  the 
American    Continent.     This  engagement  being  ended, 
he  turned  his  thoughts  in  the  direction  of  Canada.     It 
was  really  with  the  intention  of  settling  in  Canada  that 
he  had  gone  out.     But  he  was  all  the  better  able  to 
do  this  from  the  extra  dollars  he  had  earned  in  the  role 
of  minstrel.     In  18()7  ho  crossed  into  the  newly  formed 
Dominion.     The  British  North  America  Act  had  just 
been  passed.     The  Provinces  of  Ontario   and  Quebec, 
Nova  Scotia  and  New  Brunswick,  were  united  under  the 
name  of  the   Dominion  of   Canada.     At  Chatham,  in 
Ontario,  he  succeeded  in  finding  a  situation  in  the  dry 
goods  establishment   of  Mr  John   Hyslop,  a  native  of 
Galashiels.     Here  were  spent  some  of  his  happiest  years. 
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The  town  of  Chatham  has  a  population  of  nearly  six 
thousand,  the  Scottish  element  largely  predominating. 
Mr  Calder  had  ample  scope  for  his  eminently  social 
qualities  amongst  this  community.  Few  men  were  more 
widely  known.  With  heart  and  soul  he  entered  into  tlie 
life  of  the  town,  unselfishly  giving  up  his  time  and  talents 
for  its  pleasure  and  welfare.  He  was  a  constant  con- 
triljutor  to  the  local  newspapers  and  wrote  regularly  for 
the  other  journals  of  the  country.  Not  a  week  passed 
without  something  from  his  pen  in  the  Chatham 
Banner  and  the  Scottish  American  Journal,  a  paper 
which  has  done  much  to  foster  the  literary  tastes  of 
Scottish  Americans.  He  wrote  generally  under  a  nom 
cle  fjiierre,  but  the  author's  real  name  was  w^ell  enough 
known.  Naturally  he  came  to  be  recognised  as  a  leading 
spirit  in  the  social  life  of  the  town.  The  clubs  sought 
after  him.  The  various  societies  found  in  him  a  vigorous 
upholder.  He  was  a  host  in  himself.  He  possessed 
an  attractive  personality.  Old  and  young  alike  were 
his  friends.  Citizenship  bound  them  together ;  but  in 
the  case  of  very  many  there  was  something  stronger 
than  citizenship — the  ties  that  knit  them  to  the 
sundered  homeland  of  their  fathers.  The  Scot  is  said 
to  yield  to  no  nationality  in  patriotic  feeling.  He 
carries  with  him  wherever  he  wanders  a  big  bit  of  his 
country,  in  the  traditions  with  which  his  memory  is 
stored  and  the  songs  which  frame  themselves  upon  his 
lips.  All  the  world  over  the  distinctively  Scottish 
Associations  are  doing  admirable  work  in  the  fostering 
of  that  perfervicliim  ingenium  Scotoruni  amongst  all 
who  in  any  way  are  allied  to  this  little  northern  land. 
In    Canada   almost    everv    town    has    its    Caledonian 
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Society  or  other  .Scottish  Institutiiui.  Certain  it  is  that 
among  the  most  loyal  sons  of  Scotia,  whose  lot  is  now 
cast  far  from  her  shores,  are  those  who  have  thus 
banded  themselves  together  for  the  maintenance  of  the 
old  home  life  amid  a  foreign  enviionment.  The  stranger 
in  a  strange  land  does  not  readily  forgut  the  land  he  has 
left  behind,  and  as  the  years  speed  their  tlight,  each  one 
but  makes  firmer  the  bond  that  unites  him  to  the  dear 
memories  of  the  past.  The  Scottish  community  at 
Chatham  had  established  a  St.  Andrew's  Society.  On 
the  very  first  celebration  after  his  arrival  in  the  colony 
Mr  Calder  took  a  prominent  part  in  its  proceedings. 
He  was  then  in  his  twenty-sixth  year,  and  had  won  an 
assured  place  in  the  hearts  of  very  many  Scoto- 
Chathamites.  Year  after  year  he  was  present  at  the 
gatherings  of  this  flourishing  society,  and  on  one 
occasion,  at  a  Burns's  Anniversary,  proposed  the  toast  of 
the  evening  in  a  speech  full  of  poetic  fire  and  charac- 
terised by  fine  discrimination  and  high  literary  merit. 
He  composed  verses  for  these  celebrations  and  sang 
them  himself.  Endowed  with  a  rich  tenor  voice — he  was, 
according  to  one  critic,  one  of  the  finest  tenor  singers  in 
Canada — and  possessing  a  masterly  knowledge  of  music, 
his  songs  were  rendered  in  the  most  pleasant  manner, 
with  correct  expression  and  true  feeling.  Possibly  his 
greatest  achievement  was  the  gaining  of  tlie  gold  medals 
awarded  by  the  St.  Andrew's  Society  of  Ottawa  for  the 
best  poems  on  Saint  Andrew's  Day  and  the  Marriage 
of  the  Princess  Louise.  The  Committee  had  great 
difficidty  in  awarding  the  prizes,  from  the  fact  that  the 
several  poems  sent  in  were  neaily  ((lual.  Among  the 
competitors  were  some  of  the  best  writers  of  Scottish 
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poetiy  in  Ontario  and  Quebec.  Both  medals  came  to 
Cliatham,  worthily  inscribed  with  the  name  of  Robert 
M*'Lean  Calder.  "Saint  Andrew's  Day"  will  be  found 
among  Hame  Sangs  of  the  present  volume,  and  "  The 
Royal  Marriage  "  under  Miscellaneous  Poems. 

He  had  not  yet  reached  his  thirtieth  year,  but  all 
over  the  Dominion,  and  in  many  of  the  States,  his  name 
was  now  becoming  well  known,  and  by  the  banks  of  the 
Canadian  Thames  he  was  more  sought  after  than  ever. 
Chatham  was  his  adopted  home,  and  to  Chatham  he 
gave  his  best.  His  Manuscript  Book  records  only  a 
tithe  of  his  labours  for  the  town.  He  was  in  evidence 
in  all  departments  of  its  history.  Not  that  he  was 
obtrusive  or  pushed  himself  into  its  various  undertak- 
ings. These  were  brought  under  his  notice,  and  if  help 
were  needed,  he  was  not  the  man  to  refuse.  Had  he 
gifts  in  the  way  of  organisation,  of  singing,  of  reciting, 
of  penning  a  simple  song  for  any  special  occasion,  then 
it  would  be  done  and  no  more  said  about  it.  He  was 
passionately  fond  of  music,  and  was  an  accomplished 
teacher  of  the  art.  Curwen's  Sol-fa  method,  which  has 
done  so  much  to  popularise  and  simplify  musical  in- 
struction, was  unknown  in  Canada.  Mr  Calder  was 
the  first  to  introduce  it,  and  he  did  so  with  conspicuous 
success.  For  eleven  years  he  held  the  post  of  precentor 
in  Saint  Andrew's  Presbyterian  Church  at  Chatham, 
and  during  a  brief  residence  in  Toronto  he  was  also 
precentor  in  Bay  Street  Presbyterian  Church,  the  pastor 
of  which  was  the  Rev.  Dr.  Jennings,  a  fellow-student  of 
the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Ritchie  of  Duns.  As  a  leader  of 
church  praise  he  was  very  popular  in  Canada,  and  held 
strong  but  sensible  views  on  the  subject.     He  did  not 
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believe  in  iwrrc  choir  sinking,  and  had  a  system  of  liis 
own  whereby  the  congregation  as  well  might  become 
acquainted  with  any  new  or  difficidt  tune.  "  It  was  the 
testimony  of  many  Canadians  whom  I  met  on  their 
visits  to  England,  that  after  he  left  they  never  got  a 
leader  to  properly  fill  his  ])lace." 

"  He  had  fine  musical  abilities,  and  could  sing  a  song 
in  splendid  style.  He  was  the  life  and  soul  of  a  social 
party.  When  in  Canada  he  was  a  great  friend  of  David 
Kennedy,  the  Scottish  vocalist.  I  remember  him  telling 
me  that  one  night  when  talking  with  Kennedy  about 
Scottish  song,  he  asked  him  if  he  had  ever  introduced 
'  The  Laird  o'  Cockpen.'  Kennedy  said  he  had  never 
seen  anything  in  it.  My  brother  differed  from  him,  and 
offered  to  sing  it.  He  did  so,  and  acted  the  song  as  it 
should  be  done.  Kennedy  was  struck  with  his  perfor- 
mance. He  practised  it,  and  introduced  it  at  a  concert 
on  my  brother's  model,  and  it  became  at  once  one  of  his 
most  popular  representations." 

The  town  of  Chatham  could  also  boast  of  a  Dramatic 
Club.  "  Rob  Roy  "  was  the  piece  produced  during  the 
season  of  18G8,  and  Mr  Calder  in  the  part  of  the  hero — 
Frank  Osbaldisfune — "  represented  the  charactei-  to 
perfection."  "  His  songs  added  materially  to  the  success 
of  the  play,  and  were  repeatedly  encored."  Few  clubs  in 
the  Province  could  have  taken  hold  of  a  drama  of  the 
character  of  "  Rob  Roy "  and  carried  it  through  so 
triumphantly.  Other  representations  followed.  Mr 
Calder  took  a  prominent  part  in  most  of  them,  and  was 
on  more  than  one  occasion  "decidedly  the  star  of  the 
evening."  Through  his  exertions  a  local  minstrel  troupe 
of  ten  artistes  was  got  together,  and  all   were  effectively 
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drilled  by  him  for  their  respective  parts.  Chatham 
concert-goers  were  fully  benefited  by  Mr  Calder's 
residence  in  their  midst.  Men  with  his  powers  of 
organisation  and  gifts  of  song  are  always  in  demand. 

In  all  these  undertakings  he  acted  without  the 
slightest  thought  of  reward.  He  was  one  of  the  most 
unselfish  of  men.  Hard  at  work  all  day  behind  the 
counter,  his  spare  hours  were  devoted  to  his  own  mental 
improvement  and  to  furthering  the  happiness  of  very 
many  in  Chatham.  But  his  stay  there  was  about  to  be 
broken.  He  accepted  of  a  new  situation  in  Toronto  as 
clerk  and  book-keeper  in  the  American  Hotel,  and 
arrived  in  that  city  early  in  1869.  In  Toronto,  which 
has  probably  the  largest  Scottish  population  of  any  city 
iu  Canada,  he  was  at  once  quite  at  home,  being  as  much 
a  favourite  in  its  musical  circles  as  during  his  residence 
in  Chatham.  The  Caledonian  Society  of  Toronto  en- 
listed his  services  for  its  annual  Hallowe'en  Concert, 
"  where  his  clear  tenor  voice  of  ample  power  was  very 
advantageously  displayed."  Toronto,  however,  with  all 
its  attractions,  its  strong  Scottish  life,  and  the  presence 
of  several  old  acquaintances,  was  only  second  in  his  eyes. 
"He  has  come  to  the  conclusion  that  Chatham  was  the 
best  place  after  all,  and  he  has  returned  to  his  former 
situation.  He  will  be  welcomed  back  by  our  citizens, 
by  whom  he  was  universally  esteemed  during  his  stay 
amongst  us.  He  is  likely  to  remain  here  permanently 
this  time."  Such  is  the  announcement  of  one  of  the  local 
newspapers  in  Chatham.  In  December,  1869,  he  took 
part  in  the  annual  celebration  of  the  St.  Andrew's  Society 
of  Chatham,  when  his  new  lyric,  "The  Land  of  the  Maple 
for  me,"  was  sung  in  public  for  the  first  time.     Towards 
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the  beginniug  uf  IJSTO  lie  paid  a  visit  to  the  States,  and 
wrote  from  Philadelphia  a  series  of  racy  letters  for  the 
Banner,  lu  July,  lfS71,  he  was  back  to  the  old 
country  and  revelling  among  the  scenes  of  his  youth. 
To  his  favourite  Banner  the  promise  had  been  made 
that  he  would  contribute  a  number  of  "  Notes  by  the 
Way."  The  first  of  these,  dated  July  31,  1871,  is 
characteristically  penned  "From  Polwarth-on-the- 
Green."  The  hamlet  of  his  boyhood  was  a  blessed 
vision  for  the  wanderer's  eyes.  His  parents  were  still 
there,  but  there  were  blanks  in  the  family  circle,  and 
not  a  few  old  familiar  faces  were  wanting  from  well- 
remembered  haunts.  There  is  ever  a  touch  of  sadness 
ready  to  break  in  on  the  gladness  one  naturally  feels  on 
being  back  at  the  old  home  after  a  few  years'  absence. 
The  memories  of  the  past  are  strikingly  vivid.  We 
seem  not  alone  in  imagination  to  re-live  the  dead  days, 
but  as  if  again  we  were  actually  experiencing  all  they 
brought  to  us  of  joy  or  sorrow.  Nowhere  can  this  feel- 
ing be  better  understood  than  through  the  life  of  a 
Scottish  village.  Here,  for  the  most  part,  each  one 
understands  the  other.  History  lies  like  an  open  page; 
the  little  details  of  life  are  known  all  around,  yet  the 
sense  of  neigfhbourliness,  in  a  true  cuinmunitv,  cannot 
but  assert  itself.  Young  and  old  have  much  in  common. 
It  is  true  that  rivalries  and  jealousies  come  .sometimes 
too  frequently  to  the  front;  l>ut  to  the  wanderer  re- 
turning for  awhile  to  the  scenes  of  his  childhood,  these 
are  all  forgotten,  and  friendship  hallows  the  hours. 

August,  1871,  was  a  memorable  month  in  Scottish 
annals.  The  centenary  of  the  birth  of  Sir  Walter  Scott 
was  being  celebrated.   All  over  the  country,  from  crowded 
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metropolis  to  remotest  hill-country  hamlet,  the  patriotic 
sense  of  old  Scotia  Avas  not  slow  to  pay  honour  to  the 
memory  of  one  of  her  most  illustrious  and  heroic  sons. 
The  man  of  letters,  as  poet  and  romancist,  who  wrought 
as  Scott  did  for  his  country's  best  weal,  is  worthily  styled 
a  hero,  and  worship  of  the  heroic  in  Scott  can  never  be 
misplaced.  Mr  Calder  attended  two  of  the  commemo- 
rative gatherings — at  Edinburgh,  where  Scott  was  born, 
and  at  Galashiels,  so  near  Abbotsford  where  he  died. 
He  was  disappointed  with  the  open-air  demonstration 
at  Edinburgh.  "It  did  not  come  up  to  a  State  fair," 
he  heard  one  Yankee  remark  at  the  hotel  dinner-table. 
But  of  course  the  real  literarj'  celebration  was  a  much 
different  thing.  That  at  Galashiels  appears  to  have 
satisfied  him.  "  Taken  as  a  whole,  it  was  a  grand 
success,  and  as  far  as  outward  display  goes,  was  far 
ahead  of  either  Edinburgh  or  Glasgow." 

At  length,  after  three  months'  touring  about  Scotland 
and  England,  he  returned  to  Canada,  and  commenced 
business  on  his  own  account  in  Chatham.  He  was 
almost  immediately  thereafter  appointed  precentor  in 
St.  Andrew's  Church,  and  elected  secretary  of  the  St. 
Andrew's  Society.  This  same  year  he  won  the  prize 
medal  for  his  poem  on  the  Royal  Marriage.  But 
although  he  .still  took  a  keen  interest  and  a  large  share 
in  the  literary  and  musical  life  of  the  town,  he  found 
that  managing  a  business  of  his  own  demanded  a 
curtailment  of  his  former  actively  public  work.  A 
commercial  career  he  was  beginning  to  see  required 
concentration,  and  so  he  set  himself  to  keep  pace  with 
the  pushing  business  methods  of  the  West.  His  duties 
as  choir-master  were  a  sufficient  relaxation   from   the 
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li.ird,  sometiiiK's  dull,  routine  of  shop  life.  These  he 
maintained  with  an  energy  born  of  real  love  for  the 
subject,  and  with  appreciation  by  all  who  were 
privileged  to  have  him  as  interpreter  of  sacred 
praise. 

And  so  the  years  sped  on.  His  common-place  book 
does  not  reveal  much  regarding  this  time.  It  is  almost 
certain  that  during  the  next  years  his  mind  was  fully 
occupied  with  his  daily  employment  to  tiie  exclusion  of 
many  of  those  large-hearted  and  generous  services 
which  were  the  delight  and  passion  (»f  his  life  during 
the  earlier  years  at  Chatham.  Sorrowfully  has  it  to  be 
recorded  that  he  was  troubled  by  business  anxieties. 
He  succeeded  well  until  the  introduction  of  Sir  John 
Macdonald's  Protective  Policy,  which  went  far  to  crush 
trade  in  the  Canadian  border  towns.  His  health,  also, 
had  grown  somewhat  inditferent.  Though  never  of  a 
vigorous  constitution,  he  was  strung  and  wiry  enough. 
But  the  worries  through  which  he  was  called  to  pass 
told  heavily  on  his  general  health.  Nothing  so  impairs 
the  physical  framework  like  mental  anxiety. 

Very  reluctantly  did  he  resolve  to  give  up.  Had  he 
remained,  it  might  have  meant  more  than  complete 
ruin  both  financially  and  physically.  To  the  regret  of 
many  kindly  and  good  citizens  in  Chatham,  he  announced 
his  intention  of  returning  to  England.  He  was  the  re- 
cipient of  many  messages  of  sympathy  and  fervent  God- 
speeds for  the  future.  Parting  gifts  were  devised  and 
cheering  words  arranged  to  be  spoken.  A  number  of 
friends  deterniined  to  tender  him  sonu;  slight  evidence 
of  their  esteem  and  acknowledgment  of  his  valuable 
5<ervices  in  so  manv  musical  (r-ntertainnicnts  for  bcnevol- 
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ent    objects.     The    following    address    was    presented, 
accompanied  by  something  more  tangible  : 

"  We,  the  undersigned,  have  learned  with  regret  that  you  are 
about  to  quit  Chatham,  where  you  have  lived  so  long  and 
gained  so  many  friends.  Your  gentle  courtesy,  and  musical 
and  poetical  talents  often  delighted  us  in  many  a  merry  meet- 
ing ;  while  your  strict  integrity  and  unswerving  loyalty  to 
good  principles  have  won  our  unfeigned  respect.  It  is  there- 
fore only  right  and  becoming  that  we  should,  on  this  occasion, 
testify  in  some  tangible  way  our  genuine  appreciation  of  your 
character.  This  testimonial  we  have  put  in  the  form  of  a  pui'se 
containing  one  hundred  dollars,  which  were  contributed  in  the 
shares  expressed  after  our  respective  names.  Accept  then,  we 
beg  of  you,  this  small  sum  as  an  earnest  of  our  hearty  good- 
will towards  you,  as  an  expression  of  our  esteem  for  your  many 
talents  and  virtues,  and  be  assured  that  we  will  watch  with 
interest  your  future  career  wherever  you  may  be." 

His  choir  likewise  presented  him  with  an  address,  a 
gold  watch,  and  other  valuable  tokens  of  respect. 

"  We,  the  members  of  St.  Andrew's  Church  Choir,  who  have 
spent  so  many  pleasant  and  profitable  hours  under  your  efficient 
leadership,  regret  very  much  that  your  new  sphere  of  action 
compels  you  to  sever  your  connection  with  us,  and  cannot 
allow  you  to  leave  without  showing  in  some  way  our  high 
appreciation  of  your  abilities  as  a  leader,  of  your  gentlemanly 
conduct  towards  us,  and  your  willingness  at  all  times  to  aid  in 
our  entertainments  with  your  musical  talents.  We  therefore 
beg  of  you  to  accept  the  accompanying  gift,  not  as  compensa- 
tion for  the  benefits  which  we  have  derived  from  your  instruc- 
tion, but  as  a  small  token  of  the  respect  and  esteem  in  which 
you  are  held  by  us  as  a  friend.  In  so  doing,  we  feel  confident 
we  are  expressing  the  sentiments  of  the  entire  congregation  of 
St.  Andrew's  Church.  We  wish  you  a  pleasant  voyage,  many 
happy  meetings  of  long-divided  friends,  and  a  speedy  return  to 
our  beloved  country,  where  you  will  always  be  a  welcome 
visitor  in  our  Canadian  homes." 
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Mauy  other  friends  were  glad  to  testify  to  their 
admirariou  and  love  for  one  who  had  endeared  himself 
to  them  by  his  sterling  qualities  and  supremely  amiable 
disposition.  He  had  spent  in  all  fifteen  years  in 
Canada;  perhaps,  in  spite  of  much  pain,  the  happiest 
and  best  part  of  his  life.  He  pursued  there  the  life  of 
a  true  Scotsman.  Amid  success  he  was  not  puffed  uj). 
Amid  adversity  he  learned  how  to  suffer  patiently, 
knowing  that  he  who  endureth  to  the  end  shall  behold 
the  passing  of  all  shadows.  The  last  entry  in  his  diary 
is  from  a  newspaper  extract : — "  Mr  Calder  bade  good- 
bye to  his  Chatham  friends  on  Monday  evening,  and 
departed  on  the  night  express  for  New  York  en  route 
for  England.  A  large  number  of  friends  were  at  the 
station  to  see  him  off  and  wish  him  a  safe  voyage."  He 
arrived  in  London  about  the  middle  of  October,  1882. 
From  that  time  until  his  death,  he  was  associated  with 
his  brother,  Mr  Peter  Calder,  in  the  shoe-trimming  and 
embroidery  trade,  a  long-established  and  tiourishing 
business. 

From  his  settlement  in  London  in  1882,  he  began  to 
take  a  close  interest  in  all  Scottish  affairs.  Specially 
was  he  drawn  to  the  study  of  Border  life  and  poetry. 
His  native  Berwickshire  had  many  attractions  for  him, 
and  scarcely  a  week  passed  without  some  poetical  con- 
tribution to  the  newspapers  of  that  county.  His  name 
became  better  known  than  ever.  His  early  essays  in 
rhyme  in  the  same  journals  pleased,  for  the  most  part, 
his  own  ae([uaintancos  ;  his  productions  now  attracted 
the  attention  and  secured  for  him  the  friendshi})  of  an 
ever-widening  circle  of  readers.  He  made  yearly 
pilgrimages  to  Scotland,  and  renewed  many  happy  days 
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at  Polvvarth.  But  the  old  home  had  been  broken  up. 
His  mother  had  passed  away  in  1875,  and  the  father  a 
tew  weeks  previous  to  his  son's  return.  Comparatively 
few  remained  in  the  place  of  their  birth  of  those  who 
had  been  his  schoolmates  and  early  associates.  Nearly 
all  the  old  "worthies"  and  "characters"  had  disappeared. 
New  faces  met  his  as  he  wandered  through  each  well- 
known  haunt.  No  wonder  that  he  bewails  in  touchinsf 
rhapsody  the  sad  changes  which  had  come  over  this 
sweet  and  blessed  spot ! 

In  1887  an  event  of  considerable  importance  occurred 
in  the  life  of  our  bard.  This  was  the  publication  of 
Hwtne  Sangs,  a  small  volume  of  140  pages,  containing 
a  selection  of  his  best  work  (London:  King  &  Co., 
oO  Booksellers  Row,  Strand)  ;  a  brief  prefatory  note 
tells  that  "  the  themes  being  homely,  are  treated  in  a 
homely  way :  still,  they  may  serve  to  echo  the  senti- 
ments of  Scotchmen  who  have  wandered  far  '  owre  the 
sea,'  and  who  yet  retain  a  strong  affection  for  everything 
pertaining  to  their  native  country."  The  little  book 
was  most  favourably  received  by  both  the  press  and 
public  of  Britain  and  America,  and  the  author  was 
honoured  with  kind  and  encouraging  letters  from  many 
eminent  Scotsmen  at  home  and  abroad.  The  Marquis 
of  Lome  thanked  him  for  his  "  pleasant  verses."  Mr 
Gladstone  "heartily  entered  into  the  spirit  of  his  verses," 
Professor  Blackie  characteristically  wrote  that  "  they 
are  full  of  nature,  and  love,  and  truth,  and  fine  wisdom. 
As  genuine  Scottish  feeling  The  Thistle  is  an  excellent 
glorification  of  our  kingly  weed,  and  The  Royal  Mouse 
is  a  poem  that  would  have  done  credit  to  Burns. 
Under    the    Snow    is    a   beautiful    elegy."     Madame 
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Antoinette  Sterliii'j- — tluit  most  consecrated  songstress 
of  our  time — "  read  the  book  with  great  pleasure." 
From  across  the  Atlantic  many  appreciative  tokens 
came  to  the  grateful  author.  The  Canadian  journals 
were  unanimous  in  its  praise.  The  Chatham  Planet 
avowed  that  "to  read  some  of  his  more  pronounced 
stanzas  you  can  easily  fancy  yourself  perusing  a  page  of 
Burns.  He  has  the  true  ring  of  Scottish  poetry,  the 
style  of  versification,  the  rugged  metre,  all  very 
perfect,  and  he  may  fairly  be  classed  among  the 
best  of  the  Scottish  poets."  This  was  high  praise  in- 
deed, but  not  undeserved.  A  large  number  of  criticisms 
were  couched  in  similar  strains.  I  fame  Sangs  proved 
a  popular  addition  to  Scottish  minstrelsy  ;  almost  the 
whole  of  the  first  edition  being  bought  up  immediately 
on  publication.  It  was  the  author's  intention  to  have 
issued  a  second  volume  of  verse,  but  the  time  for  that 
never  came.  Into  other  iiands  that  task  lias  fallen,  and 
ti)e  fulfilling  of  it  has  been  a  labour  of  love.  For  the  next 
eight  or  nine  years  little  has  to  be  recorded  in  what  was 
now  a  comparatively  quiet  and  uneventful  life.  Business 
claimed  its  due  attention.  But  verse-making  was  not 
discarded,  nor  did  interest  Hag  in  British  and  Colonial 
politics.  Mr  Calder's  political  leanings  were  on  tiie 
side  of  Advanced  Liberalism  ;  and  on  not  a  few  occasions 
he  rendered  yeoman  service  to  the  cause.  He  was  a 
member  of  the  Pimlico  Radical  Club,  antl  wrought  hard 
by  voice  and  pen  on  its  behalf  Many  of  his  musings 
breathe  a  strongly  democratic  spirit ;  but  always  well 
tempered  with  the  divine  principles  of  Christian 
brotherhood.  "  His  sympathies  were  very  broad,  and 
his   intense  hatred  of  oppression  and  wrong  often  led 
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him  to  take  extreme  \dews  on  the  question  of  Socialism; 
but  in  the  main  he  adhered  to  the  Socialism  of  Christ." 
But  his  tastes  were  not  in  the  direction  of  politics  and 
noisy  public  meetings.  His  delight  was  to  get  home 
after  business  to  the  cosy  fireside  with  his  books — the 
best  companions  of  his  life — and  there,  surrounded  with 
all  that  recalled  incidents  and  reminiscences  of  the  past, 
he  would  sit  and  muse,  and  shape  his  thoughts  into 
some  sweet  song. 

With  one  Association  in  the  metropolis  he  closely  and 
enthusiastically  identified  himself  This  was  "  The 
Borders  Association  in  London."  All  over  the  world, 
wherever  Border  men  have  settled,  they  have  clubbed 
together  in  this  way  for  the  promotion  of  good  fellow- 
ship and  the  preservation  of  the  patriotic  feeling.  It  is 
computed  that  there  are  somewhere  about  one  hundred 
thousand  Border  men  and  women  in  London.  From 
amongst  these,  several  of  the  keener  spirits  formed 
themselves  into  the  above  Society,  which  has  been  of 
incalculable  benefit  to  many  new-comers  from  the 
Borderland.  Mr  Calder  threw  himself  with  character- 
istic ardour  into  the  undertaking,  and  all  along  was  an 
especial  favourite  ;  in  fact  it  was  largely  owing  to  his 
exertions  that  the  Association  was  begun.  He  was  poet- 
laureate,  and  voiced  in  appropriate  song  the  feelings  of 
every  member. 

The  following  is  part  of  a  letter  from  the  secretary  of 
the  Association : — "  Mr  Calder  was  a  most  valuable 
member,  and  his  earnest  work  therein  formed  the 
groundwork  of  the  Association.  His  assistance  at  our 
meetings  was  very  much  appreciated  by  all,  and  during 
the  later  part  of  his  life,  when  disease  had  laid  hold  of 
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him,  tmd  he  no  longer  could  attend  the  meetings,  his 
thoughts  were  witli  his  r<llow-Borderers  ;  and  in  a  letter 
I  had  from  liim  just,  about  the  time  before  he  took  to 
his  bed,  he  says,  '  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  attend  the  meet- 
ing of  the  Border  Raiders,  being  too  ill  :  I  am  only  a 
shadow  of  my  former  self,  and  am  as  weak  as  a  kitten 
and  as  thin  as  a  net-stabb.  Another  thing  my  illness 
has  done,  it  has  kiiucked  all  the  poetry  out  of  me.  The 
machine  won't  work.'  1  visited  him  a  day  or  two  be- 
fore he  died.  His  thin  wasted  face  lit  up  when  I 
entered  the  room ;  he  thanked  me  for  the  good 
wishes  I  conveyed  to  liim  from  the  members,  and  he 
said,  'I'll  just  need  to  try  and  warsle  through,'  which 
unfortunately  for  all  he  did  not.  The  Association  lost 
a  well-beloved  member,  and  I  a  good  friend  and  wise 
counsellor." 

A  visit  to  Scotland  for  a  few  weeks  during  1895, 
when  he  witni'ssfd  the  celebrations  at  Earlston  in  con- 
nection with  the  taking  over  of  the  Tower  of  Thomas 
the  Rhymer  by  the  Edinburgh  Border  Counties 
Association,  was  the  last  visit  he  made  to  his  native 
country  and  county,  lie  was  never  happier  than 
when  down  in  Seotlantl  on  his  annual  holiday  ;  and  he 
always  looked  forward  with  keen  anticipation  to  that 
pleasure.  But  he  was  then  not  at  all  in  good  health. 
The  illness  which  ultimately  cut  him  off  was  manifesting 
itself  The  clear  bracing  airs  of  Tweedside,  the 
romantic  spell  of  the  Border  country,  and  the  genial 
companionship  of  many  whom  he  had  come  to  recognise 
as  attached  friends,  did  much  to  inspire  him  with  the 
hope  that  he  might  yet  recover.  But  that  was  not  to 
be.     He    irot    back   to   London   and    resumed    work    at 
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Warwick  Street.  The  spirit  was  willing  as  ever,  but 
the  body  was  becoming  gradually  feebler.  At  length 
he  had  to  take  to  his  room,  then  to  his  bed,  until 
finally  it  was  only  too  apparent  that  his  work  was 
over. 

"His  last  days  were  passed  in  singular  patience  and 
resimation.  He  did  not  like  to  converse  long,  he  was 
so  weak.  He  told  me  he  liked  best  to  lie  and  think, 
and  that  he  felt  quite  happy  in  his  contemplations.  I 
had  many  opportunities  of  reading  to  him,  and  many  a 
hallowed  conversation  we  had  when  he  felt  more  able 
for  it.  I  told  him  one  morning  that  I  did  not  know  a 
line  he  need  regret  having  written.  He  said  he  never 
wrote  anything  with  the  intention  of  hurting  any  one ; 
but  he  added,  '  I  must  now  begin  to  act  up  to  my  own 
philosophy.'  I  would  add  that  a  gentler  or  more  un- 
selfish soul  never  lived.  He  was  a  true  child  of  nature, 
without  any  ambition  to  be  rich,  contented  when  he 
had  enough,  and  ever  ready  to  help  the  needy  to  the 
utmost  of  his  means.  His  loss  to  me  can  never  be 
repaired."  So  writes  the  brother  who  came  closest 
into  his  life. 

On  Monday,  April  13,  1895,  Robert  McLean  Calder 
entered  on  the  last  of  all  journeys,  and  in  that  journey 
he  was  not  alone.  In  life  he  had  learned  to  know 
whereon  to  lean  whenever  the  shadows  of  the  valley 
might  gather.  He  was  in  his  fifty-fifth  year.  At  the 
close  of  the  week  all  that  was  mortal  of  one  who  had 
sung  so  sweetly  was  laid  to  rest  in  Norwood  Cemetery, 
in  presence  of  a  large  number  of  friends  and  admirers, 
and  his  brother  pronounced  over  the  grave,  when  dust 
had    mingled    with    kindred    dust,    those    final    words, 
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"  Here  lies  one  who  possessed  one  of  the  most  unst'ltish 
spirits  that  ever  iniuibited  a  human  frame." 

For  one  who  had  sung  so  much  of  love  it  is  sur))rising 
that  he  never  marrieti,  but  in  contentment  with  liis  lot, 
strove  to  make  better  and  brighter  the  larger  life  of 
those  wlio  came  into  contact  with  his  own.  Yet  many 
mourn  him  among  his  own  kin,  and  for  them  there  is 
to-day  the  supreme  satisfaction  that  their  departed 
dead  did  not  live  in  vain. 

The  announcement  that  Robert  McLean  Calder,  "  the 
Berwickshire  Bard/'  had  for  ever  ceased  his  singing,  was 
received  with  feelings  of  deep  regret  by  all  classes  in 
Berwickshire,  and  through  all  the  wide  Border.  Since 
1882  his  name  had  been  prominently  before  the  readers 
of  the  county  newspapers  in  the  weekly  contributions 
to  which  so  many  looked  forward  with  pleasure.  He 
was  distinctively  a  Merse  poet.  His  effusions  were 
largely  inspired  by  Merse  manners,  traditions,  and 
scenery.  The  patois  of  Berwickshire  is  uppermost  in 
his  song.  He  did  not  attempt  much  beyond  his  native 
doric.  To  write  in  praise  of  the  places  endeared  to  him 
from  long  association  was  the  delight  of  his  life.  And 
what  was  a  joy  to  him  begot  joy  in  others.  Like  I->urns, 
there  was  ever  present  to  him 

"  A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast, 
That  I,  for  puir  auKl  Scotland's  .sake, 
Some  usefu'  plan  or  book  could  make, 

( )r  sing  a  sang  at  least !  " 

The  poet's  mission  is  to  cheer  and  elevate,  to  brighten 
the  common  round  of  life,  to  instruct,  and  to  amuse.     A 
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perusal  of  the  pages  that  follow  will  show  how  w^ell  our 
poet  satisfied  this  high  ideal.  If  it  cannot  be  said  that 
his  verse  always  exhibits  a  polished  gracefulness,  it  is 
none  the  less  true  that  in  it  there  is  manifested  the  soul 
of  a  genuine  singer  who  understood  the  mysteries  of 
human  nature,  whose  heart  beat  in  close  sympathy  with 
the  material  universe,  and  whose  song  has  lighted  up 
with  true  beauty  the  simple  annals  of  the  poor,  the  holy 
charms  of  home,  the  pure  joys  of  love,  and  the  honest 
humility  of  country  life.  He  was  at  his  best  when  he 
took  homely  themes,  early  recollections  and  phases  of 
nature  for  his  verse,  and  in  these  he  seemed  to  revel 
with  ceaseless  delight.  Possibly  rhyme  came  too  easy  to 
him,  and  he  might  have  been  more  effective  if  he  had 
revised  and  pruned  a  little  more  carefully.  Yet  he 
won  for  himself  a  recognised  and  honoured  place  among 
the  bards  of  Berwickshire,  and  when  death  made  void 
the  sphere  he  filled,  many  hearts  w-ere  made  sorry  at 
his  too  early  departure. 

To  Mr  Peter  Calder,  London,  I  am  indebted  for  the 
followincr  interesting  reminiscences : 

"  y\y  brother  could  never  write  poetry  to  order.  I  have 
often  suggested  a  .subject  to  him,  and  asked  him  to  write 
something  upon  it,  but  very  seldom  could  I  get  him  to  do 
anytlung  in  this  way.  Many  of  the  best  things  he  did  came  to 
him  as  an  inspiration.  He  told  a  friend  that  he  wrote  the 
poem  on  Saint  Andreiv's  Day  on  a  sudden  impulse.  He  went 
to  bed,  and  woke  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  dressed 
himself,  and  wrote  the  poem  straight  off,  and  again  retired. 
In  the  morning  he  posted  the  verses  without  any  revision.  It 
gained  the  prize  medal.  One  of  his  most  popular  songs — 21y 
heart  warms  to  the  Tartan — was  written  under  the  following 
circumstances.     He  had  to  go  up  Oxford  Street  one  night  on 
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business,  and  passing  along  the  street,  he  stopped  to  h)ok  into 
the  sliop  of  Peter  Robinson,  when,  admiring  the  new  fashions, 
he  heard  in  the  distance  tlie  sound  of  the  bagpipes.  The 
Highlanders  were  marching  along  the  street.  Instantly  the 
words  came  to  his  lips,  '  My  lieart  warms  to  the  tartan.'  He 
took  out  his  pocket-book  and  at  once  wrote  off  the  song  in  a 
few  minutes.  When  he  came  home  he  told  me  the  circum- 
stances and  read  the  words.  The  next  week  they  ai)peared  in 
the  Berwickshire  papers,  and  shortly  afterwards  were  set  to 
music  by  John  Wilson  of  Glasgow,  and  ])ublished.  A  Woynan's 
So)i<f — a  very  pretty  piece — was  thus  suggested  :  One  morning, 
on  a  dull  November  day,  when  having  his  breakfast,  his 
landlady  called  his  attention  to  a  sunV)eam  dancing  on  the 
opposite  wall,  and  made  some  remark  about  a  glint  of  sunshine 
bringing  hope  amid  the  gloom.  Next  morning  he  read  her  the 
poem  I  allude  to.  He  told  me  that  one  very  stormy  morning, 
as  he  was  going  to  business,  he  buttoned  up  his  coat  and  said 
to  himself,  '  We  maun  just  warsle  thrttugli'  ;  and  before  he  got 
to  the  house  he  had  composed  the  poem  of  that  title.  The 
poem,  Heaven  is  no'  saefar  aiva',  eminently  expressed  his  own 
feelings.  He  could  always  extract  the  intensest  pleasure  from 
the  (piiet  contemplation  of  nature.  He  told  me  one  day  that 
he  would  rather  go  out  into  the  park  or  the  fields  in  the 
company  of  a  little  child  than  with  men  to  converse  with.  He 
Avas  always  at  home  amongst  childrtMi  or  Howers,  or  ntaming 
amidst  nature's  wildest  scenes 'far  from  the  madding  crowd.' 
My  brother  possessed  the  soul  of  a  true  poet ;  in  fact,  I  often 
thought  that  on  many  points  he  strongly  resend)led  Burns. 
His  politics,  for  example,  would  have  cheered  the  heart  of 
Kol)in  ;  and  in  religious  leanings  he  was  nuich  the  same.  He 
had  a  profound  belief  in  the  loving  Fatherhood  of  God.  He 
could  not  understand  the  man  who  professed  the  religion  of 
Christ,  and  rode  rough-shod  over  his  fellow-men  to  further  his 
own  ambiticms  and  ends.  He  had  a  firm  faith  in  practice,  and 
very  little  in  profession.  He  carried  a  very  small  lamp,  but  a 
good  supi)ly  of  oil ;  and,  perhaps  unfortunately  for  him,  his  keen 
powers  of  detecting  inconsistency  in  others  prevented  him  from 
permanently  allying  himself  to  any  particular  church.     He  was 
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more  the  scribe  sitting  at  the  foot  of  the  Moiiiit  of  Transfigura- 
tion, rather  than  the  disciple  entering  into  the  inner  circle  to 
the  presence  of  Christ,  but  adoring  at  a  distance,  his  natural 
timidity  keeping  him  back  from  ostentatious  display.  The 
Sermon  on  the  Mount  was  to  him  real  and  literal.  He  had 
much  in  common  with  Count  Tolstoi  in  his  teaching,  and 
believed  the  Church  of  to-day  had  wandered  far  away  from 
the  real  teaching's  of  the  Master." 


/IDcinorics  of  polwartb. 

"  There 's  nae  place  like  ane's  native  place, 
Nae  hame  like  ane's  first  hame  ; 
It  matters  na  hoo  puir  an"  eaulcl, 
Oor  love  is  a'  the  same. 

We  're  drawn  by  some  mysterious  tie 

That  nae  man  e'er  defined, 
To  the  sacred  spot,  hooe'er  remote, 

Where  licht  first  on  us  shined." 

—  William  Brockie^ 


I. 
MEMORIES    OF   POLWARTH. 


MY  FAITHER'S  FIEESIDE. 

Oh  !  the  hame  of  my  childhood,  hoo  can  I  forget 
The  bright  scenes  that  cling  to  my  memory  yet, 
Thro'  lang  years  o'  absence  frae  that  cherished  scene, 
Wi'  ocean's  wide  billows  careering  between  ! 
My  heart  never  yet  has  forgot  the  bright  days 
AVhen  as  younkers  we  speeled  up  the  heather-clad  braes — 
Or  the  sweet  hallowed  spot  where  true  love  did  preside, 
In  the  auld  cosy  neuk  at  my  faither's  fireside. 

Nae  distance  or  time  can  ever  erase 

Frae  my  heart  the  gay  scenes  o'  my  dear  native  place,— 

The  auld  theekit  cot,  wi'  the  stile  in  the  yaird. 

The  byre  an'  the  barn  where  the  poultry  were  reared ; 

The  bonnie  thorn  trees  that  grew  on  the  green. 

An'  the  burnie  meandering  sae  crystal  an'  sheen  ; 

But  the  scene  aboon  a'  that  has  stood  time  an'  tide. 

Is  the  auld  cosy  neuk  o'  my  faither's  fireside. 

Hoo  aften  in  dreams  o'  the  nicht  I  am  there. 
An'  mingle  wi'  lang-parted  cronies  ance  mair. 
As  there,  in  his  auld  elbow  chair  in  the  neuk, 
My  faither  sits  readin'  some  paper  or  bulk ; 
My  mither  is  mendin'  my  corduroy  breeks 
I  had  torn  in  some  o'  my  mad  speelin'  freaks. 
While  my  ae  sister,  Aggie,  oor  suppers  provide, 
Ere  sleep  reigns  owre  a'  at  my  faither's  fireside. 
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Or  again,  amid  iiiiii>ei,iit  linigliter  an'  din, 

We  callant.s  wad  t^Mtlicr  our  peeries  to  spin 

On  the  muckle  heaith-stane,  where  tlie  dancin'  glint 

O'  the  big  peat  fire  shone  on  faces  content ; 

Faces  frae  cares  an'  griefs  niair  free 

I  never  hae  seen  'niang  the  prood  an'  hie, 

Nor  hearts  as  free  frae  a'  envy  an'  pride, 

As  gathered  langsyne  ronn'  my  faither's  fireside. 

On  cauld  winter  nichts,  when  tlie  wind  an"  rain 

Patterin'  fell  on  the  window  pane. 

We  hae  danced  for  hours  to  the  fiddle's  strains, 

Or  got  in  a  corner  a'  oor  lanes, 

To  tell  owre  stories,  aft  tanld  before, 

0'  ghaist  an'  bogles,  an'  warlock  lore, 

Or  sung  the  sangs  that  are  JScotia's  pride, 

That  sounded  sae  sweet  at  my  faither's  fireside. 

My  faither's  auld  neebours  wad  aften  pop  in, 

Just  to  hae  a  bit  crack  owrc  what  was  gaun  on, 

The  news  or  the  gossip  frae  steadin"  or  toun, 

Gin  the  craps  were  tlnivin'  or  markets  were  doun  ; 

And  listenin'  to  a'  as  they  ciacked  sae  crouse, 

I  sat  in  my  corner  as  quiet 's  a  mouse, 

Till  my  een  nae  langer  o\)eu  wad  bide, 

An'  I  dosed  sae  snug  by  my  faither's  fireside. 

There 's  no'  a  scene  o'  those  days  o'  yore 
I  '11  e'er  forget  while  I  'm  to  the  fore  : 
The  dance  an'  fun  at  the  harvest  kirn.s. 
The  fishin"  splores  in  the  mnirland  ])urns, 
Climliin"  for  scroggs  in  the  auld  kirk  j)ark, 
Or  playin'  at  bogley  whan  nicht  grew  dark, 
Or  spaein'  fortunes  as  we  sat  side  by  side. 
On  oor  cutty  stools  by  my  faither's  fireside. 

Nor  hae  I  evci'  the  lessons  forgot- 

Tlie  Hible  lessons  my  faitlu-i-  taught. 

Or  the  soleniii  stillness  reigning  tliei'e 

When  we  read  the  bulk,  or  we  knelt  in  prayer; 
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E'en  noo  I  remember  his  solemn  words, 
An'  my  mither's  counsels  my  heart  still  hoards, 
As  she  sought  in  prayers  my  young  heart  to  guide 
An'  I  knelt  at  her  knee  by  my  faither's  fireside. 

But  those  days  are  gane,  an'  will  ne'er  return, 

Yet  oft  wi'  sic  thochts  my  heart  does  burn, 

As  my  youthfu'  days  I  live  owre  again, 

Forgettin'  my  manhood's  sorrows  an'  pain ; 

An'  oh  !  gin  I  could  my  wish  but  hae 

To  visit  that  spot  noo  far  away, 

I  'd  joyfully  cross  owre  the  foaming  tide 

To  spend  my  last  days  by  my  faither's  fireside. 


MY  FAITHER'S  FIDDLE. 

Hog  aft  in  happy  times  gane  by, 
When  but  a  wean  some  three  feet  high. 
My  heart  has  been  elate  wi'  joy 

As,  chair  astriddle, 
I  'd  aft  alane  delight  to  try 

My  faither's  fiddle. 

Or  when  the  weary  day  was  dune, 

An'  by  the  ingle  gather 'd  roun', 

I  've  watched  whene'er  my  dad  took  doon 

The  auld  green  bag, 
I  wearied  sae  to  hear  the  tune, 

"An'  rax  my  leg." 

An'  when  we  heard  the  tuning  notes, 
We  sune  were  aff  oor  cosy  seats 
Beside  the  fire  o'  blazin'  peats ; 

Up  to  the  floor. 
When  flingin'  aff  oor  heavy  boots 

We  laised  a  stoure. 

Nor  did  we  cease  the  mirth  an'  glee, 
Till  tired  an'  wearied  sair  were  we  : 
Wi'  hearts  as  licht  as  licht  could  be 

We  sought  oor  rest. 
An'  in  sweet  slumber  closed  oor  e'e, 

An'  pillow  press'd. 
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When  stack-yairds  were  wi'  plenty  clad, 
An'  farmcr-boddics'  hearts  were  glad, 
I  've  seen  the  hinds  gang  dancin'  mad 

When  work  was  dnne, 
An'  ilk  blithe  lass  wad  pick  her  lad 

An'  dance  lik(.'  fun. 

But  when  the  harvest  kirn  took  place. 
Then  joy  was  seen  in  ilka  face, 
An'  lasses  wi'  a  M-itchin'  grace 

Sae  neat  an'  braw, 
]\Iade  Jock  an'  Tarn  alike  confess 

"  That  it  beat  a'." 

An'  when  thy  canty  strains  began. 
Thou  kept  them  a'  in  mirth  an'  fun, 
An'  auld  an"  young  wi'  noise  and  din 

Made  rafters  ring, 
Till  daylicht  tauld  the  nicht  was  dune — 

New  cares  to  bring. 

I've  seen  thee,  too,  on  auld  gear's  nicht, 
Mak'  lads'  and  lassies'  hearts  beat  licht, 
An'  youngsters'  faces  beam  sae  Ijricht, 

An'  hearts  beat  high 
Wi'  ex]iectation  and  delicht, 

An'  purest  joy. 

Then,  when  the  partners  danced  and  reeled, 
Then  loud  and  lang  the  nnisic  pealed, 
While  cat-gut  held  thou  wadna  yield, 

Tho'  sair  the  tussle, 
Exccptin'  when  the  fiddler  chield 

Wad  weet  his  whustle. 

Wi'  gallant  lads  an'  maidens  coy. 
An'  youngsters  daft  wi'  mirth  an'  joy, 
1  've  seen  the  merry  nicht  slip  bye. 

Till  new  year's  morn 
We  welcomed  in  wi'  blithe  straths|)ey 

Around  the  thorn. 
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Oh  !  afteu  hae  I  blessed  thy  power 
To  yield  us  thus  a  happy  hour, — 
To  sweeten  a'  that  sad  and  sour 

Oppressed  my  heart, 
An'  gie  auld  care  a  canty  clour, — 

His  richt  desert. 

Still,  when  I  hear  thy  canty  sound, 
I  'm  to  my  feet  wi'  lichtsome  bound. 
Or  when  the  merry  sang  gangs  round 

Wi'  heartsome  glee, 
Nae  mair  wi'  grief  my  heart  does  stound ; 

Frae  care  I  'm  free. 

Or  when  wi'  plaintive  accents  played. 
When  sang  o'  lover  lowly  laid 
Throws  o'er  my  soul  a  holy  shade 

Wi'  heart  richt  sair, 
I  've  sorrowed  for  the  hapless  maid. 

To  fancy  fair. 

Lang  may  thou  cheer  my  droopin'  heart 
Ere  I  frae  this  world's  sorrows  part, 
An'  when  I  feel  the  keen,  keen  dart 

0'  grief  an'  pain, 
I  '11  seek  to  soothe  the  bitter  smart. 

Thy  cantv  strain. 


POLART  BURN. 

The  frost  has  nipt  the  heather  bloom, 

The  brackens  hing  their  dowdie  leaves- 
The  hips  are  red  upon  the  brier. 

An'  paitricks  whirr  amang  the  sheaves.: 
Nae  mair  the  bees  roam  OAvre  the  miu'r. 

Or,  laden  wi'  their  sweets,  return, 
As  I,  to  snifT  the  cauler  air, 

Stray  up  the  glen  by  Polart  burn. 

Here  mony  a  happy  day  we  spent 
W^hen  we  were  laddies  at  the  schule  ; 

We  sought  the  heather-linties'  nests, 
Or  gump'd  for  mennents  in  the  pool : 
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We  wist  nae  lioo  the  time  sped  on, 
Until  we  heard  the  cowboy's  horn  ; 

Yet,  hiith  to  lea',  we  liiiger'd  on 
'Till  gloaniin'  fell  o'er  Folart  biii-ii. 

We  've  wander'd  'niang  the  heather  kiiowes, 

\Vhen  frae  oor  feet  the  muir-cock  Avhirr'd, 
Or  wander'd  by  the  lower  haugh 

Where  first  the  cuckoo's  note  was  heard  : 
Syne  hanieward  we  would  tread  its  l»aid<s 

To  watch  the  moss-grown  mill-wheel  turn, 
Or  note  the  foamin'  mill-race  rush 

To  blend  its  flood  wi'  I'olart  burn. 

There,  wi'  the  lo\e  ooi  Ixnliood  knew, 

We  wander'd — prodigal  o'  time — 
When  eyes  were  brighter,  lips  mair  sweet, 

Than  ever  met  wi'  in  oor  prime ; 
Noo  sad  the  memory  that  comes  back, — 

Its  brightness  never  can  return, — 
An'  phantom  hopes  Hoat  'mid  the  haze 

That  e'ening  brings  o'er  Polart  burn. 

The  schuleboy  friendships  then  begun 

Hae  still  grown  closer  year  by  year, 
Tho'  a'  oor  mates  are  scatter'd  wide, 

In  cauld  nor'-land,  or  southern  sphere : 
And  scarce  a  simmer  time  comes  roun' 

But  ane  or  ithei-  maun  return 
To  see  ance  mair  their  native  hame 

An'  boyhood's  haunts  by  I'olart  burn. 

An'  noo,  amid  the  city's  stir. 

The  busy  mart,  an'  crowded  street. 
Aft  will  my  fancy  wander  free, 

Ilk  shady  nook  and  calm  retreat  ; 
Or  as  beside  my  fire  I  sit. 

Inclined  o'er  bygane  joys  to  mourn, 
The  sunny  glints  come  back  again. 

Whene'er  I  think  o'  Polart  burn. 
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THE  AULD  SCHULE  HOOSE  ON  THE  GREEN. 

Oh  !  weel  I  remember  the  schule  hoose 

That  stood  fu'  snug  'neath  the  trees, 
Where  the  bLaeberries  greAv  in  the  plaiitin', 

And  the  heather  invited  the  bees  ; 
AVhere  the  bairnies'  voices  rang  merry, 

As,  wi'  faces  an'  daidb'es  sae  clean. 
They  scampered  awa'  thro'  the  bushes 

To  the  auld  schule  hoose  on  the  Green. 

Oh  I  I  mind  when  mysel'  a  bit  laddie, — 

When  life  wore  its  sunniest  smile, — 
How  blithely  wi'  licht  heart  I  lilted. 

As  I  scampered  through  hedge-slap  an'  stile  ; 
Or  climbed  the  scrogg  tree  in  the  meadow,— 

Or  waded  the  burn  clear  an'  sheen, — 
Tho'  aften  I  loitered  owre  late  for 

The  auld  schule  hoose  on  the  Green. 

Still  mem'ry  delights  to  dwell  upon 

The  scenes  o'  those  happiest  days. 
The  burn  where  we  gumpit  for  mennents ; 

Or  the  bluebell  an'  gowan-clad  braes 
Where  we  twined  hower  wreaths. for  the  lassies — 

For  Mary,  an'  Lizzy,  an'  Jean, 
Wha  ilka  morn  toddled  there  wi'  us 

To  the  aidd  schule  hoose  on  the  Green. 

Oh  !  I  mind  o'  that  wee  theekit  schule  hoose 

Wi'  the  rose  bushes  grown  at  the  door,' 
An'  the  apple  trees  in  the  wee  garden, 

Wi'  bonnie  white  blossoms  hung  o'er  ; 
The  desks  where  we  scribbled  our  copies. 

Or  aftener,  ate  sweeties  unseen. 
While  the  lassies  were  clippin'  and  shoowin' 

In  the  auld  schule  hoose  on  the  Green. 

An'  still  aft  I  think  o'  the  plantin 

Where  the  geans  an'  the  blaeberries  grew> 

For  aften  we  've  sat  there  an'  feasted 
Till  our  faces  an'  daidlies  were  blue ; 
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All'  GUI'  legs  wi"  the  whuns  were  a'  scartit, 
But  whilk  we  ne'er  careil  for  a  pieen  ; 

We  were  blithe  as  the  lamhkins  that  sportit 
Near  the  auld  schule  hoose  on  the  Green. 

An'  weel  can  I  mind  how  we  huntit 

The  squirrel  high  up  the  tir  tree. 
Or  the  young  eusha  doo  that  had  ventured 

Got  the  nest  afore  it  could  Hee. 
Where  we  shunned  the  deep  well  where  the  hunter 

Had  fa'n  in,  an'  ne'er  was  mair  seen, 
When  the  hell  ca'd  us  back  frae  oor  sportin" 

To  the  auld  schule  hoose  on  the  Green. 

Oh,  aften  I  think  u'  those  playmates 

Xoo  scattered  far,  far  frae  their  hames, — 
Where  the  laddies  still  search  in  the  phuitin' 

For  the  trees  where  we  cut  oot  oiu-  mimes, 
While  they  tell  ane  anither  the  story, — 

That  in  many  a  strange  foreign  scene 
Are  the  laddies  wha  years  were  before  them 

At  the  auld  schule  hoose  on  the  Green. 

I  ken  na  if  e'er  I  may  wander 

Again  by  that  auld  cherished  spot, 
But  those  bright  cloudless  hours  o'  my  childhood 

An'  those  playmates  shall  ne'er  be  forgot : 
While  deepl}'  engraved  on  my  mem'ry 

Shall  aye  be  each  fair  hallowed  scene. 
As  in  fancy  I  aften  shall  linger 

Bv  the  auld  schule  hoose  on  the  (}reen. 
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TiiKKi;  s  a  langsyne  fancy  comes  back  to  me 

When  1  think  o'  my  Scottish  hame  ; 
There  "s  a  lowe  o'  love  that  rekindles  again. 

That  brings  back  a  dear  ane's  name  ; 
An'  ance  mair  I  wander  the  bonnie  glen 

Where  the  clear  wimplin'  burnie  plays, 
.\n'  the  primrose  blooms  on  the  banks  I  roamed 

Wi'  the  love  o'  my  schule-boy  days. 


THE  AULD  THEEKIT  HOUSE.  67 

The  flowers  were  gay  in  their  Ijrichtest  hues, 

And  the  woods  in  their  freshest  green  ; 
All'  there  wasna  a  cloud  to  darken  the  sky, 

Or  a  sorrow  to  mar  the  scene ; 
Oor  voices  rang  wi'  as  merry  a  lilt 

As  the  birds  that  sang  on  the  sprays, 
As  I  daidled  aboot  in  the  simmer  hours 

Wi'  the  love  o'  my  schule-boy  days. 

The  burnie  murmurs  the  same  auld  sang 

By  the  banks  where  the  hazels  grow, 
But  it  has  nae  langer  the  cheerie  soun' 

That  it  had  in  the  lang  ago : 
For  it  tells  o'  my  schule-mates  scattered  wide. 

Far  awa'  frae  its  banks  an'  braes, — 
An'  it  tells  o'  a  mound  near  by,  where  sleeps 

The  love  o'  my  schule-boy  days. 

It  canna  be  sinfu'  to  cherish  the  thocht. 

That  when  dune  wi'  this  warF  o'  toil. 
We  '11  meet  in  that  bonnie  land  aboon, 

As  if  parted  a  little  while  ; 
That  the  years  gane  by  will  seem  as  a  day 

When  freed  frae  earth's  dreary  haze  ; 
An'  in  happier  scenes  ance  mair  I  '11  renew 

The  love  o'  my  schule-boy  days. 


THE  AULD  THEEKIT  HOOSE. 

Just  owre  the  wee  briggie  that  crosses  the  burn 

That  rins  by  the  fit  o'  the  Green, 
There  's  a  humble  bit  cottage  wi'  ivy-clad  wa's. 

Where  mony  blithe  days  I  hae  seen  : 
The  inside  is  hamely,  yet  tidy  an'  neat, 

Its  inmates  are  kindly  an'  douce, 
An'  there 's  aye  a  warm  welcome  whenever  I  ca' 

On  the  folks  at  the  auld  theekit  hoose. 

Hoo  cantie  we  've  been  by  the  auld  ingle-side, 
When  the  lang  winter  nichts  had  set  in  ; 

We  sat  in  the  glow  of  the  cheery  peat  fire. 
When  the  story  an'  sang  wid  begin  ; 
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We  sang  the  sweet  lilts  o'  oor  aiu  native  land. 
When  our  heroes  were  Wallace  and  Bruce, 

Or  listened  to  auid-farrant  tales  that  were  tauld 
In  the  neuk  o'  the  auld  theekit  hoose. 

'Twas  a  picture  o'  hamely  contentment  an'  cheer, 

That  riches  or  state  couldna  bring  ; 
Auld  Jock  Ijy  the  ingle,  his  pipe  in  his  cheek, 

Was  as  happy  as  kaiser  or  king. 
Auld  Babbie  sat  there  wi'  her  wark  on  her  knee : 

On  the  hearth  stane  lay  Kover  an'  puss  ; 
For  even  the  cats  an'  the  dougs  would  agree 

'Neath  the  I'oof  o'  the  auld  theekit  hoose. 

Whene'er  I  return  to  the  auld  village  Green, 

To  the  scene  o'  my  boyhood's  briglit  days, 
The  joys  o'  the  past  come  again  to  my  heart 

As  I  roam  by  the  burnies  an'  brai-s  : 
An'  here  wi'  auld  cronies,  still  faitht'u'  an'  tiue, 

We  meet  a'  sae  frien'ly  an'  crouse. 
To  crack  owre  the  scenes  o'  the  happy  langsyne, 

in  the  neuk  o'  the  auld  theekit  hoose. 

MV  ilUlLN-SPUNE  AN'  LLXiGlE. 

Oil  I  weel  I  mind  my  boyhoods  hame, 

An'  a"  its  scenes  sae  cheerie. 
An'  thochts  come  l)ack  that  pleasures  gie 

When  life  is  wairsh  and  drearie ; — 
The  humble  cot,  wi'  but  an'  ben, — 

The  ijigle-neuk  sae  snug  aye  ; 
The  weel-scoored  bink  where  stood  my  ain 

Wee  horn-spune  an'  luggie. 

My  life  has  hain  its  ups  an'  doons, 

Wi'  joys  an'  sorrows  blended, 
An'  yet  these  .scenes  come  back,  as  gin 

My  childhood  ne'er  had  ended  : 
The  village  ( Jreen  's  the  same  as  when 

We  ))layed  at  ba'  or  muggie, 
Whilk  gied  a  zest  to  mony  a  feast 

Got  horn-spune  an'  luggie. 
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That  horn-spune  wi"  whistle  in  "t, — 

That  luggie  brichtly  polished, 
Are  just  as  real  to  me,  tho'  a' 

Youth's  dreams  hae  been  demolished  : 
But  tho'  the  glamour's  gane  for  aye, 

An'  life's  noo  geyan  ruggie, 
A  glint  o'  joy  comes  back  at  sicht 

O'  horn-spune  an'  luggie. 

I  like  to  see  the  dear  auld  spot, 

The  cot  where  I  was  born  in, 
Xor  feel  a  shame  in  speakin'  o' 

The  struggles  o'  life's  mornin' ; 
I  raither  pi'ide  me  in  the  fac' 

That  puirtith  was  nae  bogie, 
An'  frugal  lessons  were  imbibed 

Frae  horn-spune  an'  luggie. 

8in'  then,  I've  mixed  amang  the  great, 

Wi'  titles  an'  distinctions, 
An'  sat  at  mony  a  festive  l»oard 

In  gay  an'  gilded  mansions  ; 
But  gie  to  me,  'boon  a'  their  stews, 

Or  wines  that  just  befog  ye, 
A  feast  o'  halesome  parritch  oot 

0'  horn-spune  an'  luggie. 

Auld  Scotia's  sons  the  warld  owre 

Hae  shown  a  sturdy  valour  : 
They  mak'  a  name  where'er  they  gang, 

An'  lauch  at  thoucht  o'  failure. 
Tho'  hard  the  struggles  o'  their  youth, 

AVi'  Avhiles  a  scrimpit  coggie. 
They  've  speeled  the  brae  to  walth  an'  poo'er 

Frae  horn-spune  an'  luggie. 

The  sturdy  chiel's  frae  Scotland's  hills 

Hae  shared  Avar's  strife  an'  glory, 
An'  left  a  record  o'  their  deeds 

Embalmed  in  sang  an'  story  : 
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An"  wliero  uwre  distant  lands  they  range 
To  share  life's  stern  tug  aye, 

May  they  look  l)ack  \vi'  honest  pride 
On  lioiii-sniiiie  ;iiid  lu<cyio. 


THE  CHLMLA  CHEEK. 

The  snaw  lies  deep  on  the  muirlands, 

An'  drifts  are  in  valley  an'  cleugh, 
The  ■win'  hlaws  keen  through  the  plaiitins 

An'  sighs  wi'  an  eerie  sough. 
As  hanic  frae  my  wark  I  hurry 

The  humble  comforts  to  seek, 
Where  the  a\  ife  an'  weans  are  enjoyin' 

The  Avarn)th  o"  the  chiuila  cheek. 

Nae  gi'andeur  is  there  to  entice  me. 

But  oor  table  "s  ne'er  scant  o'  fare, 
We  've  aye  had  eneuch  for  oor  needs  yet, 

An'  we  dinna  hanker  for  mair  ; 
There  's  a  farl  o'  scones  on  the  giidle — 

The  kettle  is  hung  on  the  cleek, 
An'  a  halesonie  supper  awaits  me 

When  I  win  to  my  chimla  cheek. 

Then  the  bairnies,  red-lij)pit  and  rosy, 

Briu;ht-e"ed,  ]niM)n-\(ii!^^it,  and  clean — 
Their  niither  looks  after  the  roguies, 

An'  keeps  them  as  neat  as  a  preen  ; 
An'  when  they  hae  put  on  their  gownies 

The  dreamland  o'  slumber  to  seek. 
They  maun  cuddle  awhile  wi'  their  dadd}" 

In  the  bleeze  o'  the  chinda  cheek. 

An"  when  I'm  alane  wi'  my  Mysie, 

An"  we  con  owre  the  days  that  arc  gane, 
I  mony  times  speak  o'  oor  courtin', 

An'  my  speirin'  gin  she  'd  been  my  ain  ; 
For  it  wasna  when  roamin'  the  woodlan's, 

Or  in  nature's  sweet  neuk — sac  to  speak,- 
I  wooed  her  an'  won  i'  the  glimmer 

0'  the  auld  folks'  ain  chinda  cheek. 
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Sin"  then  we  hae  had  oor  misfortunes, 

But  oor  pleasures  hae  no'  be  sae  sma  : 
'Twas  for  better  or  waur  when  we  marriet, 

An"  we  've  stuck  to  ilk  ither  thro'  a' ; 
We  ne'er  were  ambitious  or  worldl}'. 

Nor  afar  for  oor  joys  did  we  seek, — 
Frae  the  rough  storms  o'  life  there  's  nae  haven 

Sae  safe  as  oor  ain  chimla  cheek. 

We  envy  nae  ithers  their  pleasures, 

Be  they  great  folks  i'  ma^ision  or  ha', 
We  ken  that  the  richest  hae  troubles 

'Mid  their  housin'  an'  buskin'  sae  braw  : 
Sae  contented  we  '11  toddle  togither, 

While  the  blessin'  o'  Heaven  Ave  '11  seek 
On  the  simple  and  innocent  pleasures 

That  brichten  oor  chimla  cheek. 


LANGTON  W^ATER. 

Green  are  thy  banks,  thou  bomiie  stream. 
That  windest  sweet  by  wood  and  field, 

Where  summer's  flow'rets,  blooming  sweet, 
Their  fragrance  to  the  zephyrs  yield. 

Thy  scenes  are  ever  fair  and  bright, 

'Neath  springtide's  smile  or  summer's  glow, 

When  with  rich  autumn's  bounty  crowned, 
Or  winter's  snow. 

Far  up  amid  the  heathery  hills. 

There,  murmur  first  thy  tiny  rills  ; 
Then,  flowing  on  throuoh  mead  and  dell. 

The  burnies  meet. 
With  many  a  gurgling  rippling  swell, 

In  calm  and  fair  retreat. 

Now  thro'  the  deep  and  craggy  glen  : 

Now  sleeping  'neath  the  hazel's  shade, — 
Now  rushing  on  thy  course  again. 
Making  the  valley's  echoes  roar 
As  o'er  the  linn  thy  waters  pour  ; 
Now  calm  and  peaceful  as  before 
On  thro'  the  silent  crlade. 
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Thy  course  is  marked  by  many  a  scene, 

Kugged,  yet  fair  and  bright, 
Where  litfiil  thro'  thy  leafy  screen 
The  sun's  refreshing  rays  are  seen, 

Or  Luna's  silveiy  light ; 

Where,  hanging  in  th\'  rugged  steeps. 

The  honeysuckle  l)looms, 
And  the  trailing  ivy  creeps 

\\'here  the  sunshine  never  comes  ; 

Where  the  cowslip  and  the  fair  pi  inuose 

Lift  up  their  modest  heads, 
And  Hing  their  fragance  all  around. 
When  hushed  is  every  sound, 

As  they  catch  the  dewdrops'  pearly  beads 
When  day  draws  to  its  close. 

When  first  Aurora's  golden  beams 
O'er  the  eastern  hilltops  stream. 

Then  sweet  the  forest  warblers  sing 
Their  happy  songs  of  love, 
Which  echo  thro'  the  grove 

Till  woods  and  valleys  ring. 

Oh  !  how  I  love  to  roam  along 

By  many  a  sylvan  scene, 
And  listen  to  thy  song, — 
As  oft  in  days  of  yore 
I  wandered  on  thy  pebbled  shore. 

And  happy  was,  I  ween  ; 
Rut  now  sad  are  the  thoughts  that  rise. 
And  oft  the  tear-drops  fill  my  eyes, 
As  thou  recal'st  the  days  gone  by 
When  gJiyest  of  the  gay  was  L 

Oft  with  the  loved  of  childhood's  days 
I  've  s|)orted  on  thy  gowany  braes  ; 
Thy  richest  s])ots  full  well  we  knew — 
The  copse  where  the  wild  ap)>les  grew 
And  where  the  hazels  hiuig, 
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Down  o'er  the  deep  and  craggy  rock, 
Where  oft  the  echoes  were  awoke 
By  ringing  laugh  of  mirth  and  joy 
From  many  a  fair  and  happy  boy, 
The  clustering  bouglis  among. 

Oft.  too,  we  've  gone  a-nesting  there. 
For  we  knew  each  shady  nook 
And  slaethorn  bower, 
Where  the  linnets  loA'ed  their  young  to  rear, — 
AVhere  they  loved  to  lave  in  the  limpid  brook 
At  the  sultry  noontide  hour  ; 
We  've  watched  the  bee  on  the  opening  flower. 

And  oft,  in  merry  chase. 
We  've  run  o'er  the  glade  for  many  an  hour 
Chasing  the  gaudy  butterflies — 
To  us  a  rich  and  wondrous  prize — 
'Till  o'er  each  happy  face 
The  rosy  glow  of  health  was  spread. 
And  home  again  we  sped. 

There,  too,  Fve  often  happy  been. 

When,  with  the  maid  I  loved. 

By  thy  sweet  banks  we  roved 
In  some  sequestered  scene, 

AAvay  from  all  the  vexing  cares 

Which  marked  my  growing  years. 

But,  ah  !  where  is  that  maiden  now  1 

By  thee,  sweet  stream. 
She  lieth  low  ! 

Xo  more  her  smiles,  like  sunshine's  glow. 
Shall  play  around  her  brow  ; 

Xo  more  her  dazzling  eyes  shall  beam. 
Or  evening's  balmy  air 
Dance  'mid  her  golden  hair. 

She  sleeps,  and  on  thou  murmurest  still ; 

And  thus  I  love  to  wander  here 
To  listen  to  thy  purling  rill, 

As  if  her  voice  still  met  my  ear. 

And  bade  my  drooping  spirits  cheer 
With  visions  of  a  coming  joy  ; 
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When,  all  my  wanderings  o'er, 
I  '11  Hy  to  yon  l)right  peaceful  shore, 
Where,  to  the  loved  ones  gone  before, 
Sorrow  and  sii^hing  come  no  more. 

And  tears  no  more  shall  dim  the  eye, 

For  there  at  last 

All  griefs  of  earth  are  past. 

But,  lovely  stream,  still  here  I'll  rove, 
And  list  the  songsters  of  the  grove; 
Here  at  the  opening  dawn  I  'll  come, 
Here  at  the  eventide  I  roam, 

While  sweetly  thou  shall  gurgle  on  : 
And  tho'  thou  dost  remind  me  still 

Of  jovs  for  ever  gone, 
Yet  will 
I  love  thee,  peaceful,  murmuring  rill. 

LANGTON  BKIG. 

I  M'ANnKi;  at  the  gloaming  tide. 

That  lovely,  heart-entraneing  scene. 
Where  Langton  waters  sweetly  glide 

The  mossy-covered  hanks  between  : 
With  soul  attuned  to  evening's  charms, 

1  view  the  scene  so  calm  and  fair. 
Where  giant  trees  stretch  foith  their  arms, 

As  toying  with  the  evening  air. 

The  birds  sing  sweet  in  every  grove. 

Their  notes  re-echoing  through  the  drll 
With  tenderness — no  lay  of  love 

From  art-taught  song  coidd  charm  so  well  : 
I  watch  the  swallows  skim  the  mead. 

The  troutlets  leaping  in  the  burn. 
The  midg<'s  to  its  rippling  dance, 

The  rabbits  sport  'mid  rush  and  fcsrn. 

How  oft  !  ill  careless  mood,  1  ve  stiayed 

The  verdant  haughs,  where  cowslips  bloomed. 

At  dewy  moin,  when  scented  briers 
The  gentle  toying  breeze  perfumed  ; 
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And  oft  at  eve,  as  now  I  rove 

In  sombre  mood  to  muse  and  dream, 

Or  from  the  brig  surveyed  the  pool, 

Where  minnows  through  the  water  gleam. 

My  thoughts  go  not  to  castle  walls. 

Nor  richly  wooded  wide  demesnes, — 
The  simple  scenes  of  vale  and  hill 

Are  hallowed  by  the  poet's  strains  ; 
And  these  come  back  in  whispered  notes. 

The  evening  breezes  waft  along 
"'Mong  Langton's  blooming  woods,"  where  oft 

Has  Sutherland  attuned  his  song.^ 

Here  by  this  spot  for  ages  past 

Have  love-sick  Avooers  careless  strayed, — 
That  hour  so  dear  to  wooing  hearts, — 

The  magic  hour  'tween  light  and  shade  : 
With  whispered  joys,  they  conjured  up 

The  coming  days,  bright  as  a  dream. 
Or  bending  o'er  the  brig's  Ioav  wall 

They  watched  the  shadows  in  the  stream. 

I  picture  them  in  after  years. 

Hard  toilers  in  life's  chequered  race  ; — 
Their  hopes  and  joj^s  crushed  "neath  life's  load, 

Like  dreams  the  morning  rays  eflace  : 
Yet  others  come — the  same  old  tale — 

To  muse  and  sigh,  or  fondly  dream, 
To  find  life's  pleasures  at  the  best 

Are  but  a  shadow  in  the  stream. 

Yet  find  I  pleasure  here,  to  muse 

When  evening's  shades  creep  softly  down, 
Like  one  escaped  from  strife  and  toil 

And  warping  cares  of  life  in  town  ; 
My  heart  feels  lighter  for  the  time, 

As,  brushing  present  clouds  away, 
I  revel  in  the  past  once  more, 

And  feel  the  joys  of  youth's  bright  day. 

'William   Sutherland,  the   "  Lanyton  Bard";   see  i\li'n:trelsi/  of  the 
Merse,  page  137. 
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CH0USIJ:V   I'.lfAE. 

Oil  !   laiig'.s  the  strctrh  fr:ie  Langtoii  Kirk 

Until  ye  tui-ii  by  Chou.sley  f.arm, 
Wi'  ne'er  a  shelter  frae  the  sun 

When  simmer  days  are  ijlintin'  warm  ; 
Bnt  when  the  i^loamin'  shadows  fa' 

An'  zephyrs  sigh  ;it  close  of  day, 
A  (|uiet  meditative  walk 

Vou  may  enjoy  up  ("liDUsley  hrae. 

'Tis  then  that  lovers  may  l)e  seen, 

When  ilka  bird  has  sought  its  rest, — 
When  dew-])eads  hing  on  Hower  an'  spray, 

An'  lovc-licht  blushes  in  the  west ; 
The  saft-drawn  sighs,  the  whispered  vows, 

Beguile  the  erstwhile  tedious  Avay  : 
An'  tho'  the  road  were  twice  as  lang. 

They'd  loiter  still  up  Chousley  brae. 

Frae  mony  a  vantage  point  is  seen 

The  (jot-sj)read  garden  o'  the  Merse, 
An'  aidd  historic  Border  scene, 

The  theme  o'  mony  a  poet's  verse; 
Xae  foreign  shoi'es,  tho'  e'er  sae  grand, 

Where  Flora  smiles  in  garments  gay, 
Can  boast  a  scene  sae  sweetly  bricht, 

Or  match  the  view  frae  Chousley  brae. 

Vet  when  the  winter  storms  are  rife, 

An'  snaw  lies  deej)  in  wreath  an'  drift, 
When  snell  win's  frae  the  SnutVy-holes 

Send  clouds  careerin'  owre  the  lift. 
Oh  !  lang  an'  dreary  seems  the  road 

That  in  the  simmer  l)loomed  sae  gay, 
An'  shelterin'  beild  ye  vainly  seek, 

Till  owre  the  tap  o'  Chousley  Ijrae. 

Wi'  boyish  een  I  've  viewed  the  scene, 
An'  longed  to  roam  that  fairy  land, 

An'  like  the  lave,  I  failed  to  see 

The  luunblc  pleasui'cs  near  at  hand  ; 
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But  1100,  when  I  hae  roamed  the  warl' 
All'  found  its  boasted  joj^s  decay, 

I,  weary,  turn  wi'  jaded  heart 

To  simple  scenes  like  Chousley  brae. 

An'  like  a  boy,  I  feel  again 

As  Avhen  we  sought  the  lintie's  nest, 
Or  gleaned  the  roadside  flowers  that  grew 

To  please  the  lassies  we  lo'ed  best ; 
An'  memory  will  bring  back  again 

Oor  boyhood's  frien's,  noo  far  away. 
To  fill  the  void  that  years  hae  brought 

Since  youth's  bricht  hours  by  Chousley  brae. 

Xoo  whae'er  walks  this  langsome  steep, 

When  winter  snaws  dead  hill  an'  dale, 
Or  when  the  glaur  clogs  ilka  fit, 

An'  strength  an'  spirit  seem  to  fail, 
Briest  up  the  hill — owre  Crummie  staps, 

A  Polart  welcome  will  repay 
The  weary  walk  by  day  or  nicht 

Owre  toilsome,  cheerless  Chousley  brae. 

Sae  like  life's  journey  ;  unco  steep 

'Mid  simmer's  glare  or  winter's  snaw, 
We  bravely  maun  pursue  oor  way, 

Nor  heed  the  storms  that  roun'  us  blaw ; 
An'  when  we  've  reached  the  shelterin'  turn. 

May  we  in  life's  declinin'  day 
As  kind  a  welcome  meet  at  last 

As  when  we've  briested  Chouslev  brae. 


THE  AULD  SMIDDY  DOOE. 

When  a'  aroun'  the  clachan, 

Frae  the  plantin'  to  the  schule. 
There  's  no'  a  body  stirrin'. 

An'  the  gloamin'  hour  is  still, 
There 's  aye  ae  grand  exception, 

For  at  almaist  ony  hour 
There  's  sure  to  be  a  gatherin' 

At  the  auld  smiddy  door. 
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Tlieio  's  the  smith  hiiiisel  fii'  jolly, 

Just  cam'  oot  to  get  the  air  ; 
An'  the  wright  frae  cross  the  cornei- 

Comes  the  latest  news  to  speir ; 
There's  Will,  an'  Jock,  an'  Davy — 

Weel,  maybe  half  a  score, 
For  a  (|uiet  crack  foregathered 

At  the  auld  smiddy  door. 

They  talk  aboot  their  "  acres  " — 

Hoo  the  hay  an'  tatties  grow  ; 
An'  hoo  the  calves  are  tlirivin' 

At  the  near-by  whinny  knowe ; 
What  price  the  pigs  are  fetchin' — 

What  feed  is  in  the  muir  ; 
It 's  a  sort  o'  village  council 

At  the  auld  smiddy  door. 

An'  there's  the  fun  an'  dathn", 

Tho'  it 's  hardly  fair  to  tell. 
As  the  buxom  village  lasses 

Are  comin'  frae  the  well ; 
For  tho'  there 's  wells  fu'  plenty 

Wi'  the  clear  springs  ruiuiiii'  owrc, 
They  raither  like  the  chatlin' 

At  the  auld  smiddy  d(Jor. 

The  tailor  draps  his  needle. 

An'  gangs  oot  to  tak'  a  turn, 
The  mason's  mell  and  trowel 

Are  laid  aside  till  morn  : 
E'en  the  dominie  rejoices 

That  the  schulin'  time  is  owre, 
An'  they  're  a'  at  leave  to  dauner 

To  the  auld  smiddy  door. 

Ye  talk  aboot  yer  councils. 
Or  e'en  yer  County  Boards, 

Yer  Parliamentary  Hooses 
0'  Commons  and  o'  Lords; 
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It  is  only  waste  o'  pouther 

To  pit  thae  cliques  in  power — 
They  could  rule  the  hale  clamjamfry 

At  the  auld  smiddy  door. 

They  would  oust  the  County  Council 

For  the  taxes  they  impose ; 
An'  baith  Salisbury  an'  Gladstone 

They  are  ready  to  depose ; 
They  will  hae  nae  troke  wi'  Harcourt, 

An'  wad  boycott  e'en  Balfour  ; 
For  they  'd  settle  a'  the  business 

At  the  auld  smiddy  door. 

But  they  no'  forget  the  wanderers 

Wha  are  passin'  day  by  day  ; 
An'  them  that  are  deservin' 

Are  helped  upon  their  way  ; 
For,  no'  like  ither  gatherin's, 

Where  thej^  wrangle  by  the  hour, 
It  disna  end  in  talkin' 

At  the  auld  smiddy  door. 

May  they  lang  be  spared  to  gather 

On  the  auld  familiar  spot. 
To  discuss  their  wrangs,  an'  settle 

Hoo  they  may  improve  their  lot ; 
An'  ne'er  may  spite  or  rancour 

Come  except  to  get  a  clour 
Frae  the  worthies  wha  foregather 

At  the  auld  smiddy  door. 


THE  PACKMAN'S  LOAN. 

A  (,)UIET  road  by  the  plantin's  side, 

Close  by  the  village  Green, 
That  gangs  by  the  name  o'  the  Packman's  Loan, 

Sae  ca'd  frae  a  tragic  scene  : 
For  gossips  tell  o'  a  fair  held  near, 

Where  a  murdered  packman  fell, 
An'  near  the  hedge  is  a  moss-grown  stane 

0'  his  restin'  place  to  tell. 


80  A  iw:i;\V!(Ksini;K  r..\!;i). 

But  fiinc)'  gangs  back  to  my  scliule-l)oy  days, 

When  youth  whs  in  its  prime, 
An'  we  sought  the  Jjoan  in  our  rcivin'  laids 

In  the  pleasant  nestin'  time  : 
For  we  kenned  the  spot  where  the  ruUin  higged, 

The  yorlin'  an'  katie  wren, 
An'  the  favourite  si)0t  where  the  shilf;i  ])iiilt 

In  the  hedge  hy  the  Packman's  Stane. 

.    'Twas  a'  very  weel  i'  the  braid  daylicht, 

'Mang  the  sunshine  an'  the  flowers, 
But  wha  alane  wad  hae  cared  to  gang 

Thro'  the  loan  i'  mirk  nicht  hours  ^ 
For  the  tales  o'  witches  an'  ghfiists  Ave  heard 

AVad  hae  frozen  your  very  bluid  ; 
An'  gin  Ave  had  to  gang  near  the  spot, 

AVe  but  gang  by  aiiithcr  road. 

An'  a'  the  same  we  keinied  fu'  Aveel 

There  Avere  ithers  that  Avere  na  feared  ; 
For  lovers  Avent  there — but  oaatb  much  ta'en  up 

To  tak'  tent  gin'  the  ghaists  appeared  : 
An'  they  raither  liket  the  (juiet  road 

Where  nae  pryin'  een  cam'  near, 
Where  the  fond,  endearin'  Avords  they  si)oke 

^\  adna  fa'  on  some  listeners  ear. 

Aye,  there's  mony  a  Avife  in  the  village  noo 

Wha's  locks  are  gettin'  grey, 
Wha's  heart  will  Avarm  at  the  mention  o' 

The  scene  o'  their  love's  bricht  day  : 
For  'tAA-as  there  they  met  at  the  gloamin'  hour. 

'Twas  there  that  tiieir  hearts  Avere  avou, 
An'  the  word  Avas  gi'en  that  sealed  their  fate, 

111  the  shade  o'  the  Packman's  Loan. 

It's  travelled  alike  by  the  licli  an'  \nu\\ 

By  the  village  lad  an'  lass, 
While  the  cottar's  coo  an'  the  cadger's  horse 

Aft  nibble  the  Avayside  grass  : 
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It  has  been  the  scene  o'  love's  young  dream, 

0'  hopes  that  were  doomed  to  fade, — 
0'  vows,  alas  !  that  were  never  kept 

By  some  faithless  man  or  maid. 

An'  yet,  when  parted  by  time  an'  space 

Frae  the  scenes  our  childhood  knew, 
Fond  memory  clings  to  the  dear  auld  hame, 

An'  wad  fain  the  auld  joys  renew  ; 
But  tho'  the  glamour  o'  youth  has  gane, 

An'  the  spot  seems  no'  the  same, 
A  faint  glow  stirs  i'  the  careworn  heart 

When  we  visit  the  dear  auld  hame. 

An'  I  aften  think  o'  the  Packman's  Loan 

As  a  picture  o'  life  itsel' — 
What  varied  scenes  o'  love  an'  hate 

Its  every  foot  could  tell ; 
It  has  seen  baith  solemn  and  tragic  scenes, 

An'  joys  that  the  young  hae  shared  ; 
While  the  schule-hoose  stands  at  the  heid  o'  the  l)rae, 

An'  it  leads  to  the  auld  kirk-yard. 


THE  AULD  BARN-YAIRD. 

Ju.ST  where  the  wimplin'  burnie 

Threads  its  pebble-bedded  track, 
The  barn  stan's  by  the  roadside, 

That  the  auld  folk  ca'  the  "  back  "  ; 
An'  alangside  where  the  thrissels 

Their  jaggit  tassels  reared, 
Was  the  play-ground  o'  oor  childhood, 

In  the  auld  barn-yaird. 

To  the  struggles  o'  oor  boyhood 

Oor  memory  ca's  us  back, 
To  days,  when  on  the  Avhinny, 

We  toiled  to  gather  rack  ; 
Tho'  we  wist  nae  that  the  acres 

By  oor  labour  were  prepared, 
For  the  gatherin'  o'  the  harvest 

To  the  auld  barn-yaird. 
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Tho'  we  Wiitcla'd  tlu'  clover  hlooinin', 

An'  the  i^niiii  to  gowden  turn, 
Nae  thocht  o'  phiy  oi"  ])iotit 

E'er  gied  us  much  concern  : 
But  we  watched  tlie  time  approachin' 

When  the  stacks  Avad  sune  lie  reared, 
An'  we  'd  play  at  tigg  or  bogley 

In  the  auld  barn-yaird. 

At  the  time  o  schule  vacation, 

Blithe  an'  barefit  we  wad  rin. 
To  cheer  the  sturdy  crofters 

At  the  glorious  "leadin'-in  "  ; 
An'  when  the  corn  was  dichtin'. 

An'  the  whirr  o't  could  be  heard, 
We  smuggled  i'  the  shelter 

0'  the  auld  barn-yaird. 

They  were  only  bits  o"  k}lies. 

But  they  looked  sae  nice  an'  snug, 
.  As  they  stood  securely  theekit 

Wi'  the  rashes  frae  the  bog  ; 
^^'hat  enjoyment  then  we  tasted 

As  oor  elders'  toil  we  sharetl, 
When  we  thrawed  the  rapes  for  theekin' 

r  the  auld  barn-yaird  ! 

When  the  liairst  was  faii-ly  ended 

An'  secured  was  the  corn, 
There  was  pleasant  meny-makin' 

At  the  lang  ])rojected  kirn  : 
Oh  !  the  reels  an'  jigs  they  footit, 

As  the  lads  an'  lassies  paired, 
Wi'  mony  a  sly  kiss  stolen 

By  the  auld  V)ai-n-yaird. 

Xoo  again  the  scene  "s  bcfoi'c  me. 
But  nae  stacks  are  to  be  seen, 

The  dyke  is  dooii,  an'  (hjckens 
(trow  the  fa'in'  stanes  atween  ; 


penny's  brae.  83 

The  barn  floor  is  silent. 

For  the  flail  is  never  heard ; 
An'  the  yett  is  afF  its  hinges 

At  the  auld  barn-yaird. 

The  spot  presents  a  picture 

0'  puirtith  an'  decay, 
For  the  humble  toilin'  cottars 

Are  deid,  or  far  away  ; 
An'  ruined  cots,  ance  cheery 

Wi'  the  joys  their  inmates  shared. 
Are  deserted  now  and  dreary 

Like  the  auld  barn-yaird. 

Wi'  shame  I  tent  the  reason 

For  the  ruin  that  I  see, 
An'  that  drove  my  rustic  playmates 

Frae  these  scenes  o'  infancy  ; 
To  the  same  auld  shamefu'  story 

0'  a  near  or  graspin'  laird. 
We  maun  trace  the  ruined  homesteads 

An'  the  weed-grown  barn-yaird. 

I  hope  the  day  will  come  yet 

That  will  change  this  dreary  scene, 
Wi'  the  happy  sports  revivin' 

On  that  famed  auld  village  Green ; 
When  the  honest  thrifty  rustics 

Share  the  wealth  then-  toil  has  reared, 
AVi'  a  cottage  clean  an'  cheery. 

An'  a  weel-stocked  barn-yaird. 


PENNY'S  BRAE. 

'Mang  a'  the  scenes  where  in  my  youth 

I  wandered  free  o'  care. 
At  morning's  dawn,  or  sunset  hour, 

To  snufF  the  cauler  air, 
There 's  ae  scene  o'  the  langsyne  days 

Still  owre  my  heart  hands  sway — 
The  shady  paths  an'  quiet  neuks 

Alang  by  Penny's  Brae. 
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'Twas  theii-  my  young  friend  Kab,>  an'  I, 

First  sang  oor  sangs  thegithoi-, 
Or  lay  Ijencatli  some  spreadin'  tree 

In  sultry  summer  weather  ; 
AVe  little  tliocht  that  frae  such  scenes 

We  'd  wander  far  away, 
To  cherish  but  the  memories  o' 

Oor  nichts  by  Penny's  Brae. 

There,  aft  when  wandering  alaue, 

When  simmer  days  were  fair, 
I  used  to  meet  my  shopmate  J>ub, 

An'  kenu'd  what  brocht  him  there  ; 
For  in  some  quiet  gloaming  hour 

He  'd  meet  sweet  Betty  Gray — 
Their  favourite  tryst  on  Sunday  nichts 

Was  doon  by  I'enny's  Brae. 

Still,  as  my  memory  wanders  back, 

I  seek  that  scene  again. 
To  meet  beneath  the  trystin'  tree 

My  first  fond  sweetheait,  Jane  ; 
I  seem  to  press  her  hand  again, 

An'  vow  I  '11  ne'er  betray 
The  trustin'  heart  she  plighted  me 

Langsyne  by  Penny's  l>rae. 

An'  now  while  I,  a  stranger,  roam 

O'er  many  a  foreign  part. 
Some  ither  may  have  woo'd  an'  won 

Her  young  an'  trustin'  heart ; 
Tho'  such  may  be,  I  '11  ne'er  forget, 

Until  my  dying  day. 
The  memories  o'  the  hapiiy  hours 

I  spent  by  Penny's  Brae. 

JASPER'S  MILL. 

In  sadness  now  I  view  the  spot 

So  dear  to  boyhood's  happy  days — 

The  old  mill-dam,  the  sluice,  and  race, 
So  snug  ])etween  the  fir-clad  l)raes. 

'  Robert  Pringle  ;  see  Miimtrclst/  of  the  Merse,  pa-e  2til. 
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The  scene  out  o'er  the  Lanuniebirks, 

Or  up  the  waters  to  the  Muir, 
Recall  the  school-boy  sports  we  shared, 

Or  wayward  rovings,  free  as  air. 

Again  does  fancy  paint  the  scene 

Where  Jasper  sat  to  feed  the  flame — 
The  blazing  kiln,  the  water-wheel, 

The  dogs  and  cats  we  knew  by  name ; 
The  troutlets  jumping  in  the  dam. 

The  garden  circled  by  the  stream  ] 
The  ripples  by  the  stepping-stones, 

Are  pictured  now  as  in  a  dream. 

Up  on  the  Scaur  we  ve  climbed  the  trees. 

For  cushie's  or  for  squirrel's  nest, 
Roamed  o'er  the  Birks  till  fairly  tired. 

Then  back  to  the  old  mill  to  rest ; 
And  there  beside  the  old  kiln  door, 

When  Jasper  kept  the  fire  ablaze. 
We  chatted  to  the  kind  old  man ; 

Ah  1  those  were  pleasant,  cheery  days. 

Now  only,  scattered  here  and  tiiere. 

Some  straggling  moss-clad  stones  remain 
To  mark  where  stood  the  dear  old  mill. 

Now  viewed  with  thoughts  akin  to  pain  ; 
We  miss  the  splashing  Avater-wheel, 

The  Avhirr  of  stone  and  crank  within, 
The  dusty  miller's  kindly  words, 

Scarce  heard  above  the  clank  and  din. 

Gone  ere  the  mill  had  disappeared, 

Old  Jasper  sleeps  beside  his  kin, 
Xo  relative  had  he  to  heir 

The  land  where  his  forebears  had  been ; 
To  stranger  hands  the  old  mill  passed, 

In  years  when  we  were  far  away  ; 
Now  they  too  rest  from  toil  or  care. 

And  here  we  view  the  scene  to-day. 
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No  mill,  IK)  miller  !  both  uro  gone, 

And  silence  reigns  where  all  was  stir ; 
The  ruined  cottage  by  the  stream 

Adds  to  the  desolation  there  : 
And  now,  where  ruin's  imprint  marks 

What  now  is  only  but  a  name. 
That  stream,  the  source  of  wealth  and  power, 

Flows  calmly  murmuring  on  the  same  ; 

Fit  emblem  of  a  fleeting  world, 

A  world  of  changing  joy  or  care  : 
We  seek  the  old  familiar  spot 

To  find  but  silent  ruins  there  ; 
So  like  our  fates,  a  drcaiy  scene 

Of  ruined  hopes  of  love  or  fame  ; 
And  Avhile  we  moui'u  what  might  have  been, 

The  stream  of  life  flows  on  the  same. 


THE  QUARRY  ON  THE  HILL. 

Wk  sat  upon  the  rustic  seat 

That  taps  the  Quarry  Knowe, 
Ae  sunny  autumn  day,  when  roun' 

A'  nature  was  a  glow. 
We'd  wandered  thro'  the  plantin's  shade 

To  find  the  trees  that  bore 
The  names  we  cut  o'  sel'  an'  mates 
Some  thirty  years  before  : 

An'  noo,  wi'  minds  attuned  to  thocht, 

We  could  reca'  at  will 
The  happy  hours  we  spent  langsyne 
By  the  Quarry  on  the  iiill. 

A  garden  fair  lay  at  our  feet, 

Far  stretchin"  to  the  sea, 
Or  southward,  where  the  clouds  sailcil  low, 

Owre  Cheviot's  hills  sae  hie; 
We  saw  Hume's  ruined  castle  stan', 

Dark  lined  against  the  sky. 
The  P^ildon  's  filling  up  the  scene, 

Where  Tweed  rins  rowin'  bv  ; 
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An'  yet,  tho'  grand  the  view  thus  spread 

0'  mountain,  moor,  an'  rill, 
Oor  thochts  a}e  wandered  back  again 

To  the  Quarry  on  the  hill. 


What  was  the  spell  that  held  us  here, 

An'  changed  the  moorland  scene 
To  ane  o'  beauty,  that  could  draw 

The  tear-draps  frae  oor  een  ; 
To  male'  the  heart-beats  louder  souu", 

The  auld  smile  to  come  back, 
An'  keep  us,  as  it  were,  enthralled 
Wi'  memory's  sunny  track  1 

Ah  !  here  again,  where  aft  as  bairns 

We  wandered  at  oor  will, 
We  met,  auld  frien'ships  to  renew 
By  the  Quarry  on  the  hill. 

Hoo  sweet  the  sunny  hours  we  spent, 

Nane  but  oorsel's  can  ken, 
The  scenes  renewed  o'  boyhood's  days, 

An'  what  we  'd  seen  sin'  then  ; 
The  griefs  an'  joys  we  baith  had  felt, 

Yet  lived  thro'  a'  to  meet 
True  frien's  as  ever  yet  had  sat 
Upon  that  rustic  seat ; 

While  in  oorsel's  the  change  had  been, 

We  met  as  brithers  still, 
Tho'  there  was  little  change  to  note 
By  the  Quarry  on  the  hill. 

An'  yet  the  spot  was  different  noo, 

Oor  hearts  had  to  confess, 
Altho'  the  heather  bloomed  as  fair 

To  woo  the  breeze's  kiss. 
Noo  silence  reigned,  where  ance  the  soun' 

0'  toilin'  hands  was  heard  ; 
As  doon  the  Quarry's  depths  we  gazed, 

No  bird  nor  insect  stirred. 
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Sae  like  oor  lives — aiice  stir  an  strife, 
Xoo  smooth  as  yonder  rill, 

All"  peacefii'  as  a  Sabbath  morn, 
])y  the  Quarry  on  the  hill. 

Still  in  that  Quarry's  hidden  depths 

May  wealth  untold  yet  be. 
As  in  oor  hearts  by  sutt'erin'  seared, 

That  worldlings  canna  see. 
Some  ifreat  upheaval  yet  to  come 
May  bare  these  treasures  rare. 
An'  strengthen  heart  and  soul  again 
Oor  joys  an'  griefs  to  share. 

But  for  the  present  we're  content 

To  rest  as  calm  an'  still, 
Keca'in'  bygone  pleasures  spent 
By  the  Quai  ry  on  the  hill. 
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Oh  !  dear  to  me's  my  native  hame, 

Far  frac  the  busy  haunts  o'  men, 
Its  gardens  snia'  where  roses  blaw, 

Its  hunil)le  cots  wi'  but  an'  ben  ; 
Its  stream,  Tneanderiiig  in  the  dell. 

Where  troutlets  gleam  in  sunny  rays, 
Its  pebbled  strand,  where  aft  as  bairns 

We  barcHt  played  by  Fogo  l)raes. 

I  see  the  kirk  upmi  ihc  hill, 

The  auld  kirkyard  where  dear  ancs  rest, 
I  think  I  hear  the  pastor's  voice, 

In  counsels  grave  or  airy  jest. 
Sweet  comfort  to  the  auld  he  bi-ocht. 

The  young  he  taught  o'  wisdom's  ways, 
Ken  joined  the  gleesome  sportin'  bairns 

In  cheery  romps  by  Fogo  braes. 

I've  seen  the  giant  rivers  row 
Their  swelling  billows  to  the  sea. 

An'  still  the  humble  burns  at  hame 
Had  dearer,  fiuidcr  charms  for  me. 
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I  've  roamed  the  forest  deep,  where  ne'er 
Had  pierced  the  sun's  maist  searchin'  rays, 

An'  still  I  longed  to  hae  a  glint 
0'  simmer's  charms  by  Fogo  braes. 

Sae  ance  again  I  fain  wad  roam 

Alang  the  mead  or  np  the  dell, 
An'  see  the  haunted  Quarry  Knowe, 

Where  first  I  trysted  wi'  my  Nell. 
An'  could  the  joys  come  back  again 

That  ance  were  mine  in  childhood's  days, 
I  "d  leave  the  baubles  wealth  an'  fame 

For  peace  an'  rest  hy  Fogo  braes. 

But  na,  the  fond  enchantment's  gane, 

Thae  joys  can  never  mair  return  ; 
An'  yet,  while  nature  smiles  sae  SAveet, 

Why  should  I  owre  lost  pleasures  mourn  1 
I  "d  happy  be  if  I  could  hae 

A  faint  reflection  o'  youth's  days. 
An'  let  life's  ebbing  years  depart 

In  happy  dreams  by  Fogo  braes. 


THE  KIRK  ON  THE  BRAE. 

Gang  up  the  burn  frae  Cothill  braes, 

Till  it  winds  through  Lounsdale  haugh. 
Where  primrose  an'  liluebell  slyly  peep 

Frae  the  bowers  o'  hazel  and  saugh, 
Each  scene,  each  nook,  brings  back  to  me 

Faint  echoes  o'  youth's  bricht  day. 
But  a  sadness  mingles  wi'  a'  my  joy. 

When  I  see  the  auld  kirk  on  the  brae  ; 

For  it 's  there,  in  that  grass-grown  auld  kirkyard. 

The  dearest  an'  truest  lie. 
Far  frae  the  strife  an'  cares  o'  life. 

Till  they  meet  again  by  an'  by  ; 
An'  as  years  roll  by,  an'  age  creeps  on. 

An'  the  locks  get  thin  an'  gray, 
Still  closer  the  heart  clings  to  the  scene 

0'  the  auld  kirk  on  the  brae. 


90  A  i;i;u\\  i<  KsiiiKK  i;ai;1). 

Merry  an'  thochtless  as  liairns  we  played 

'Man^  the  mossy  heid-stanes  theie, 
An'  gathered  tlie  gowans  to  weave  in  braids 

For  our  favourite  lassie's  hair  : 
It  was  Old}'  when  daylicht,  growiii"  faint. 

Merged  to  the  gloamin'  gray, 
That  we  hurried  awa'  to  the  village  Ureen, 

Frae  the  auld  kirk  on  the  brae. 

The  auld  kirk  has  its  history,  too, 

0'  the  Covenantin'  days, 
"When  Sir  Patrick  hid  in  its  darksome  aisle, 

An'  the  troopers  besieged  Redbraes  ; 
An'  mon}'  a  time  wi'  curious  een 

AVe  hae  marked,  by  the  faintest  ray. 
The  restin'  place  o'  the  great  anes  there, 

'Neath  the  auld  kirk  on  the  brae. 

Yet  'mid  a'  its  sad  un'  solenui  scenes, 

Its  memories  dark  an'  drear, 
A  brichter  fancy  comes  back  to  me 

My  wanin'  life  to  cheer  ; 
It  was  there,  by  the  bo\vers  in  Lounsdale  haughs, 

An'  beneath  the  spreadin'  slae, 
I  first  felt  the  glamour  o'  love's  young  dream. 

Near  the  auld  kirk  on  the  brae. 

Noo  wdien  I  visit  the  spot  again, 

Each  auld  familiar  nook, 
I  canna  but  picture  our  trystin'  days 

An'  reca'  each  word  an'  look ; 
Ah  !  me,  but  the  place  seems  no'  the  same. 

An'  the  glamour  is  gane  for  aye, 
An"  a'  thing  is  changed  but  the  silent  scene 

0'  the  auld  kirk  on  the  brae. 
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I.N  childhood's  days,  when  a'  was  bricht 
An  we  kenned  nought  o'  care. 

We  had  oor  favourite  haunts  to  roam 
P)V  meadow,  glen,  an"  nuiir  ; 
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When  free  fiae  schule  we  laid  our  plans 

Where  we  wad  spend  the  day, 
Then  up  the  burn,  the  muirland  burn. 

We  blithely  hied  away. 

Oh  !  what  a  wealth  o'  sport  was  there 

In  spring  or  summer  days  I 
The  search  for  heather-linties'  nests, 

The  rowin'  doon  the  braes  ; 
The  hidin'  in  the  ferny  howes. 

The  races  owre  the  lea, 
When  Tip  the  burn,  the  wimplin"  burn, 

We  wandered  wild  and  free. 

Not  man}'  sounds  broke  on  the  air 

In  that  sweet,  peacefu'  glen, 
But  when  our  merry  notes  were  heard, 

The  echoes  rang  again  : 
We  scared  the  muir-fowl  frae  its  nest, 

The  hare  frae  "mang  the  bent, 
When  up  the  burn,  the  bonnie  burn, 

Oor  blithesome  hours  we  spent. 

We  kenned  where  the  primroses  first 

Shone  in  their  spring  array. 
An'  foxgloves  reared  their  purple  bells 

Beside  the  scaurie  brae ; 
We  pleated  wreaths  o'  varied  hues. 

To  bind  our  lassies'  hair, 
When  up  the  burn,  the  windin'  burn. 

The}'  cam'  to  tryst  us  there. 

When  autumn's  mellow  tints  were  seen, 

An'  hips  were  on  the  brier. 
To  gather  haws  an'  hazel  nuts 

We  wandered  here  an'  there  ; 
Till  laden  wi'  oor  pooches  crammed. 

An'  bonnets  heapit  fu', 
Then  doon  the  burn  we  sauntered  then, 

Fit-sair  an'  tired  enoo. 
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The  hei'd,  wh;i  had  frae  early  morn 

Ivoamcd  owre  the  nuiir  his  lane. 
Wad  list  oor  stories  an'  our  sangs, 

An'  wish  them  owre  again  ; 
We  shared  his  bannocks  an'  his  cheese 

Wi'  appetites  fu'  keen, 
When,  up  the  burn,  beside  the  brig, 

We  rested  on  the  green. 

Aft  dae  1  wonder,  where  are  noo 

The  schuleniates  o'  the  past ; 
Has  fortune  aye  Itefriended,  an' 

Its  sunshine  owre  them  cast  ? 
Or  dae  they  mourn  in  far-aff  lands, 

Alice  mair  to  tread  the  bent, 
Where  up  the  l)urn,  the  muirland  burn. 

Their  happiest  hours  were  spent  1 

I  canna  speel  the  heather  hills 

As  I  was  wont  to  <lae, — 
My  stiffened  lim])s  feel  sair  eneuch 

Before  I  tap  the  brae  ; 
Vet  aften,  on  the  slopin'  vale, 

On  couch  o'  tangled  fern, 
Beside  the  burn,  the  croodlin'  l)urn. 

These  youthfu'  scenes  return. 

An"  tho'  I  wander  there  alane, 

Wi'  nae  companion  near, 
A  peacefu'  calm  conies  owre  my  heart 

An'  stops  the  ready  tear. 
Tho'  faint  the  joys,  compared  wi"  wliat 

As  bairns  we  used  to  ken, 
Still  up  the  burn  I  seem  to  feel 

V(juth's  brightness  back  again. 

DANCLX"  l.N  TllK  1;AKX. 

It  "s  Hogmanay,  the  dark  short  day 
()'  winter  cauld  an'  drear, 

Noo  nicks  the  thread  that  helps  to  speed 
The  auld  departin'  year: 
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But  nae  sad  thocht  to  us  is  brocht 

At  nicht  or  New  Year's  mom  ; 
We  hail  the  year  wi'  blithesome  cheer 

AVhen  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

The  neibour  lads  hae  chanced  the  roads 

In  spite  o"  frost  an'  snaw, 
To  shai'e  the  sport,  an'  there  consort 

Wi'  lassies  buskit  braw  ; 
For  village  queens,  auld  folks  an'  weans, 

Alike  maun  hae  their  turn, 
To  reel  an'  swing,  or  blithesome  sing, 

While  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

The  smith  an"  wricht  are  there  fu'  Ijricht 

To  see  the  place  redd  up, 
The  seats  set  roun',  the  floor  made  soun", 

Where  younkers  lithe  may  trip  : 
The  fiddler  chap  hfis  had  his  drap. 

Prepared  his  fees  to  earn, 
While  couples  mate,  to  celebrate 

Wi'  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

Frae  onsteads  near  the  lads  appear. 

An'  lassies,  bloomin'  fair. 
Come  here  to  see  the  auld  year  die, 

Wi'  mirth  devoid  o'  care  ; 
In  reel  an'  set,  auld  frien's  are  met. 

Prepared  to  dae  their  turn  ; 
Wi'  toast  an'  sang,  the  fleet  hours  gang 

While  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

Noo  Davie's  ta'en  the  floor  his  lane 

To  dance  the  Hielan'  fling ; 
Or  Johnny  Cope,  wi'  triplin'  step. 

He 's  ready  aye  to  sing : 
Auld  Jockie  's  there  the  fun  to  share. 

As,  when  at  Davie's  kirn, 
He  does  his  best  to  gie  a  zest 

To  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 
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The  \u\  cam'  east  to  grace  the  feast, 

Decked  oot  in  .Sunday  braws  ; 
Meanwhile  the  wricht  sang  a'  his  niicht, 

Eneuch  to  friclit  the  craws. 
Then  tailor  Will  hands  loun'  the  gill 

A\'i'  gracofu"  swing  an'  turn, 
An   Kohin  gal»s  wi"  fSniyiiia  Kab 

While  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

Lame  Yiddie  's  there,  the  sport  to  share, 

Though  dancins  no  his  forte, 
While  Spadie  trips  wi"  gracefu'  steps, 

Like  laddie  fu'  o'  sport ; 
An'  Vappish,  too,  tho'  auld  an'  gray. 

Aye  does  his  best  to  earn 
The  smiles  an'  cheers  o'  village  dears, 

AVhen  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

I  mill'  langsyne  wi'  mates  o'  mine 

Owre  blate  to  tak'  the  Hoor, 
When  younger  jauds  brisked  up  to  lads, 

An'  tripped  it  by  the  hour; 
But  when  we  ance  gat  up  to  dance, 

An'  step  an'  figure  learn. 
We  ne'er  were  blate  to  tiel  the  set 

When  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

A'  nicht  they  reeled,  and  taed,  an'  heeled, 

Till  day  began  to  dawn, 
While  pies  an'  sweets,  an'  ithei-  treats, 

Kegaled  the  inner  man  ; 
An"  iiae  lad  cam'  withoot  a  dram, 

Glenlivet  oi-  Strathearn, 
An"  aft  they  took  a  (juiet  sook, 

\\  hile  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

Alas  I  owre  sune  the  nicht  is  dune. 

An'  partin's  come  at  morn, 
But  ere  they  gang,  they  lilt  a  sang. 

An'  trip  it  roun"  the  thorn  ; 
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Then  hame  they  hie,  wi'  mony  a  ^igh. 

To  toil  ance  mair  to  turn, 
Yet  ne'er  repent  the  hours  they  spent 

When  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 

Noo,  lookin'  back  owre  life's  rough  track, 

Hoo  few  o'  them  we  kent 
Are  here  to  share  life's  joy  or  care. 

Or  join  the  merry  rant. 
An'  silence  reigns  Avhere  aft  the  strains 

0'  reel  an'  jig  in  turn 
Set  care  aside,  at  Xew  Year's  tide, 

When  dancin'  in  the  Barn. 


THE  LEADIN'  IX  AT  POLART. 

I  'm  lookin'  back  owre  forty  years, 
That  noo  but  like  a  span  appears, 
To  youth,  when  a'  thing  charms  and  cheers- 

When  blithe  the  seasons  rin  ; 
To  winter  wi'  its  frost  an'  snaw. 
To  spring  wi'  its  buddin'  bank  an'  shaw, 
Or  simmer  when  the  flowers  are  braw, 

To  the  hairst  an'  leadin'  in. 

What  fun  as  bairns  we  used  to  hae, 

Then  'mang  the  stooks  we  'd  jouk  an'  play, 

Frae  mornin'  till  the  gloamin'  gray 

Barefitted  we  wad  rin  ; 
We  heeded  na  the  stibble  bare. 
Or  thistles  that  could  jag  fu'  sair, 
An'  plaj'ed  the  game  o'  "hunt  the  hare," 

At  the  Polart  leadin'  in. 

When  the  last  sheaf  at  Clinkie's  leas 
Is  cut  an'  boun' — aukl  Xell  they  seize, 
An'  gie  the  usual  skyward  heeze 

'Mang  muckle  fun  an'  din  ; 
The  lassies  then,  revenge  to  hae. 
Grip  muckle  Wull  to  hoist  him  tae  : 
Thus  toil  is  sandwiched  in  wi'  play. 

Before  the  leadin'  in. 
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An   moiiy  a  ride  the  bairiiics  \i;u\ 
\\  hen  empty  eaits  returned  to  lade, 
They  cliattered  to  the  (hivcr  lad, 

To  mak"  the  horses  liii ; 
They  watched  the  carts  lade  uj)  ame  niair, 
Or  chased  the  labhit  frae  its  lair  : 
(xin  noise  were  wark,  they  did  theii'  share 

At  the  Vohvt  Icadin'  in. 

Wlien  Va})|jish  had  his  crop  secure, 
An'  at  the  Mill  the  leadin'  owre, 
When  a"  the  acres  to  the  Muir 

Were  lookin'  l»are  an'  thin, 
We  watched  the  laden  carts  return 
To  the  mean-yaii'd  beside  the  burn, 
As  Ijlithe  as  lassies  when  the  kirn 

Winds  up  the  leadin'  in'. 

Noo  Smyrna  liab,  the  cankered  carl. 
Talks  owre  the  dyke  to  Jim  the  Yirl, 
An'  says  his  stack  has  sic  a  swirl, 

'Twill  coup  the  first  bit  win' ; 
The  wiight,  the  smith,  an'  tailor  Wull, 
Gic  ilk  a  ban'  the  stacks  to  pull, 
An'  lauch — ye  'd  hear  them  at  the  schule- 

At  the  Polart  leadin'  in. 

The  dominie  comes  yont  the  back, 
Wi'  locjkei's-on  to  hae  a  crack, 
An'  view  the  workers  on  the  stack. 

Or  langsyne  yarns  to  spin  ; 
For  news  fi'ae  either  far  or  near 
]>ut  at  rare  intervals  they  hear. 
While  village  gossij)  helps  to  cheer 

The  guid  folks  leadin"  in. 

When  a'  the  cottars'  craps  were  stacked, 
Wi"  rapes  an'  rashes  snugly  thacked. 
An'  stragglin'  pickles  cleaidy  raked. 
An'  a'  thing  redd  up  clean  ; 


THE  LEADIN'  in  AT  POLAKT.  97 

Then  Avhile  the  auldfolks  tak'  their  ease, 
An'  talk  o'  craps,  an'  flowers,  an'  bees, 
The  barn-yaird  games  the  younkers  please. 
At  the  Polart  leadin'  in. 

These  days  are  but  a  memory  noo, 
The  frien's  I  used  to  ken  are  few. 
An'  tears  will  start,  as  noo  I  view 

A  change  owre  a'  the  scene ; 
For  desolation  marks  the  spot, 
The  thack-roofed  barn  has  gane  to  rot. 
An'  puirtith  noo  the  toiler's  lot. 

Nor  sign  o'  leadin'  in. 

The  auld  thacked  cots  are  crumblin'  sair, 
The  barn-yaird  noo  weed-grown  an'  bare,. 
An'  cottars'  stacks  are  seen  nae  mair. 

Where  plenty  ance  has  been  ; 
For  rack-rents  keep  the  puir  folk  doon, 
An'  tho'  they  toil  baith  late  an'  sune. 
The  maist  that 's  on  the  acres  grown 

Is  scarce  worth  leadin'  in. 

Aye,  aften  has  my  heart  been  wae 
To  see  them  toil  frae  break  o'  day. 
An'  far  ayont  the  gloamin'  gray. 

Exposed  to  weet  an'  win' ; 
An'  when  the  sair-won  rent  is  paid. 
The  guissie  an'  the  crummie  fed, 
There  's  little  left  o'  ear  or  blade, 

Far  less  a  leadin'  in. 

Few,  few  of  the  auld  folks  remain, 
Some  langsyne  to  the  mools  hae  gane, 
Their  bairns  noo  far  across  the  main, 

A  brighter  life  to  win  ; 
While  ane  or  twa  still  stan'  the  brunt, 
Tho'  sair  wi'  toil  an'  trouble  bent, 
Just  waitin'  till  the  ca'  is  sent, 

For  death's  last  leadin'  in. 
7 
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AKOUN'  Till-:  VIl.LAdK  T1I()RN. 

I  'm  lookiii'  back  owrc  forty  yeai.s, 

To  boyhood's  happy  clays, 
"When  merry  crowds  met  on  the  Green 

In  rival  sports  an'  plays  ; 
When  auld  an'  young  were  to  be  seen 

III  fi'ien'l}'  1)0uts  Ijy  turn, 
An'  laughter,  joke,  an'  sang  weie  heard 

Aroun'  the  village  thorn. 

While  grown-up  chaps  were  busy  \vi' 

Their  junipin'  or  their  quoits, 
Wi'  quiet  intei'est  we  wad  watch 

The  rival  sides'  exploits  ; 
Or  else  barefitted  we  wad  rin 

Wi'  mony  a  joidv  an'  turn. 
Till,  fairly  fagged,  we  rested  then 

Aroun'  the  village  thorn. 

E'en  when  the  winter  frosts  had  come, 

An'  dee})  the  snaw-drifts  lay. 
In  cutty  stools  upturned,  we  sat 

An'  skiddit  doon  the  brae; 
We  rowed  the  snaw-ba's  on  the  Green 

Until  owre  big  to  turn, 
Or  made  snaw  men  an'  liooses  baith 

Aroun'  the  village  thorn. 

Tho'  weddin's  happened  unco  rare 

Among  the  lads  an'  ((ueens. 
They  ne'er  forgot  the  auld-time  gift — 

A  fitba'  for  the  weans  ; 
An'  while  we  played  wi'  nuickle  din. 

The  weddin'  folks  adjourn, 
An'  march  wi'  Hddlcr  at  their  heid 

To  dance  aroun'  the  thorn. 

At  Hogmanay  the  village  folks, 
Baith  auld  an'  young,  wad  meet 

To  dance  the  New  Year  in,  an'  toast 
The  Laird's  health  foi-  the  treat. 
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An'  when  the  nicht  was  spent  in  mirth, 

An'  stars  still  blinked  at  morn, 
They  finished  wi'  the  crowin'  reel 

Aroun'  the  village  thorn. 

Nae  busier  time  was  ever  kenned, 

Or  raised  sic  hearty  cheer, 
As  when  the  Buri'lie  met  to  hire 

The  herd  anither  year ; 
The  business  settled — to  the  Green 

For  pleasure  they  adjourn. 
An'  spend  a  jolly  hour  or  twa 

Aroun'  the  village  thorn. 

The  muggers'  camps  were  pitched  at  nicht 

Upon  the  saft  green  swaird, 
Till  Sandy  Malcolm  drave  them  art' 

By  orders  o'  the  Laird ; 
But  camp-fires  gleam  nae  mair  at  e'en, 

Nae  startin'  oot  at  morn. 
The  gangrel  folks  noo  seek  their  rest 

Far  frae  the  village  thorn. 

We  laddies  aye  were  pleased  to  see 

The  Gypsy  folk  an'  weans. 
Their  cuddies,  an'  the  snarlin'  tykes 

That  quarrelled  owre  the  banes  ; 
We  'd  keek  below  the  canvas  beild, 

Or  watch  the  faggots  burn, 
An'  envy  them  their  roving  life, 

Ai'oun'  the  village  thorn. 

The  Laird  is  gone,  wha  in  his  youth 

Could  foot  it  wi'  the  best, 
An'  mony  a  time  wi'  hamely  folks 

Enjoyed  the  sang  an'  jest ; 
An'  when  the  Leddy  cam'  a  bride 

The  Auld  Hoose  to  adorn, 
'Mid  great  rejoicin'  auld  an'  young 

Danced  roun'  the  village  thorn. 


/- 
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I  picture 't  noo,  sac  desolate 

Frae  what  it  used  to  be  ; 
Xae  sport  or  play,  uae  trysts  held  there, 

Beside  that  sacred  tree  ; 
Yet  I  wad  rather  thiuk  o't  as 

It  was  in  life's  fair  mom, 
For  happy  memories  still  cliug 

Arouu'  the  village  thoru. 


ANE  0"  OOKSEL'S. 

Whenever  I  visit  the  hameland  sae  dear, 

There's  naething  that  cheers  me  sae  much  as  to  hear 

The  kiud  salutatious  frae  auld  and  frae  young, 

That  soun'  kinder  still  in  the  saft  Border  tongue, 

When  the  hearty  hand-shake  e'en  the  kind  word  excels, 

"  We  're  aye  glad  to  sec  ye,  you  're  anc  o'  oorsel's." 

There 's  nae  starched-up  greetin',  there  's  nae  formal  pride. 

We  're  welcomed  at  ance  to  the  hamely  fireside, 

An'  frien's  gather  roun'  us  wi'  welcome  sae  warm, 

That  life  seems  to  wear  quite  a  rosier  charm 

When  the  tone  and  the  manner  a'  cauldness  dispels  : 

"  Dinna  wait  to  be  askit,  you  're  ane  o'  oorsers." 

I  canna  put  n\)  wi'  youi'  stiffness  ava, 

I  like  to  be  frien'ly  wherever  I  ca', 

Tho'  humble  the  cottage,  tho'  hamely  the  fare, 

The  welcome  is  a'  thing  when  gi'en  wi'  an  air 

0'  honest  respect,  and  the  kind  look  that  tells, 

"  You're  no'  like  the  feck,  you're  just  ane  o'  oorsers." 

When  I  ca'  on  the  folk  in  the  workshop  or  yaird, 
They  treat  me  as  kindly  as  I  were  the  laird  ; 
A'  shyness  where  met  wi'  is  soon  thrawn  aside. 
An'  they  mak'  you  to  feel  that  your  visit's  enjoyed  ; 
Tho'  they  say  na  the  word,  it 's  the  manner  that  tells : 
"  ^Ve  think  a'  the  niair  o'  ye,  you're  ane  o'  oorsel's." 
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Ilk  humble  bit  cot  in  the  village  I  ken, 

When  I  knock  at  the  door,  there's  a  kindly  "come  ben"; 

An'  hoo  couthie  they  '11  crack  owre  the  years  that  are  bye, 

Or  the  prospects  they  hae  wi'  their  acres  an'  kye ; 

Sae  free  they  confide  a'  their  pleasures  or  ills  : 

"You're  no'  like  a  stranger,  j'ou're  ane  o'  oorsel's." 

Then  lang  may  sic  welcome  be  mine  when  I  ca' 

On  frien"s  high  or  humble — in  cottage  or  ha' ; 

A  welcome  to  share  wi'  them  sic  as  they  hae, 

An'  a  kind  word  at  partin'  to  cheer  on  the  way ; 

Then  cankering  care  frae  oor  pathway  dispels, 

AVi'  the  charm  o'  the  greetin' :  "You're  ane  o'  oorsel's." 


IX  DAYS  GAXE  BYE. 

Since  first  I  knew  the  village  Green, 

When  but  a  toddlin'  wean  fu'  wee, 
AVhat  varied  changes  I  hae  seen — 

What  wreck  an'  ruin'  noo  I  see  : 
Few  o'  the  village  folks  remain, 

While  cottages  in  ruins  lie, 
That  mak'  me  think  that  ne'er  again 

'T-sWll  thrive  as  in  the  days  gane  bye. 

An  odour  o'  romance  clings  roun' 

Ilk  nook  an'  corner  here  and  there 
O'  valiant  deeds  by  heroes  dune. 

Mayhap  to  free  some  maiden  fair : 
Or  gallant  stand  for  truth  an'  richt 

By  those  who  did  not  fear  to  die, 
Wha  struggled  'gainst  oppression's  micht 

An'  triumphed  in  the  days  gane  bye. 

I  sing  o'  mair  prosaic  times. 

When  Border  feuds  were  past  and  gane. 
When  raidin'  deeds  were  deemed  as  crimes, 

An'  each  could  justly  claim  his  ain  ; 
When  peace  reigned  o'er  the  Borderland, 

An'  brought  security  an'  joy, 
AVhen  e'en  the  humblest  took  his  stand 

For  hearth  an'  hame  in  days  gane  bye. 
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When  Liiiid  an'  Leildy  ti:ie  tlu-  Ha' 

Their  humbler  ncihours  didna  scorn, 
But  took  their  place  aniaug  them  a' 

In  sports  aroun'  the  famous  thorn  ; 
When  there  was  wark  for  a'  to  share, 

Wi'  mutual  trust  'tween  low  an'  high, 
An'  time  for  sport  to  lessen  care, 

An'  mak'  life  smooth  in  days  tiaiie  l)ye. 

Aft  when  a  laddie  liac  I  sat 

An'  listened  l)y  the  ingle  cheek 
To  hear  the  auld  folks'  hamcly  chat 

Aboot  the  times  o'  whilk  I  speak  ; 
I  've  seen  them  shake  their  heids  wi'  grief. 

Or  heave  a  mutual  mournfu'  sigh. 
To  think  that  in  their  time  sac  brief 

Sic  change  had  been  sin'  days  gane  bye. 

I  've  listened  while  some  patriarch  tauld 

0'  village  fairs  held  near  the  Green  ; 
The  spot  still  bears  the  name  Hab's-Fauld— 

Nought  l)ut  the  name  marks  oot  the  scene  ;. 
I've  heard  them  tell  o'  varied  sport, 

When  youths  in  trials  o"  sti'cngtli  \va<]  try 
To  vantpiish  ithers  wha  'd  resort 

For  frieii'ly  bouts  in  days  gane  Viyc. 

I've  seen  mysel',  when  but  a  wean. 

In  simmer  when  the  days  were  lang, 
A  crowd  o'  youths  upon  the  Green, 

Nicht  after  nicht  wi'  games  fu'  thrang  ; 
Till  darkness  put  a  stop  to  a". 

An'  hame  their  several  roads  they  'd  hie — 
Ail  !  mony  a  ane  noo  far  awa' 

Still  paints  that  scene  o  days  gane  bye. 

When  tofldlin'  wee  thing.s,  gaun  to  schule. 
We  ve  heard  the  flail  ring  in  the  Barn, 

Or  watched  at  nicht  the  anld  hand  inill, 
^\'h(•n  ri-ofters  mot  to  dicht  their  corn  ; 
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We  've  listened  by  some  wee  thatched  cot 

To  hear  the  merry  shuttle  Hy, 
Or  watched  the  smith's  fire  bleezin'  hot, 

Where  croods  wad  meet  in  days  gane  bye. 

The  busy  souters  plied  their  trade, 

By  garret  window  'neath  the  thatch  ; 
The  tailor  hame-spun  garments  made. 

When  fashions  didna  vex  them  much ; 
An'  when  at  e'en  their  wark  was  done 

The  village  band  wad  gather  nigh. 
To  gie  the  folks  a  hearty  tune, 

That  cheered  them  in  the  days  gane  bye. 

But  picture  noo  that  changed  scene, 

The  ruined  cots  wi'  roofs  fa'en  in, 
No  e'en  a  cuddie  on  the  Green, 

Nor  geese  or  ducks  to  mak'  a  din  ; 
The  very  weans  speak  laigh  an"  saft, 

The  herd  scarce  needs  to  count  his  kye, 
AVhile  mony  a  ane  wha  worked  a  croft 

Rack-rents  keep  doon,  sin'  days  Liane  bye. 

The  thocht  will  aften  come  to  me, — 

What  means  this  ruin  an'  decay  ? 
An'  can  the  spoiler  wish  to  see 

That  ancient  hamlet  swept  away  1 
It  seems  as  if  this  was  the  aim. 

To  heed  not  honest  puirtith's  cry, 
But  drive  them  to  a  stranger  hame 

Frae  that  they  kenned  in  days  gane  bye. 

Still  let  us  hope  that  dear  auld  spot 

Will  flourish  as  it  did  before, 
An'  mony  a  rose-embowered  cot 

Gie  hamely  comfort  to  the  puir ; 
When  toil  will  reap  its  due  reward, 

Wi'  richts  the  rich  dare  no'  deny. 
Aye  ready,  hearth  an'  hame  to  guard, 

Like  those  wha  lived  in  days  gane  bye. 
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MOOKLAM)  MUSINGS. 

O'er  the  moors  I  ro\'ini(  \v;uuler, 

'Mid  tlie  |niri)lc  springing  heath, 
Where  the  breezes  lilow  around  me 

Like  a  maiden's  fragiant  breath  ; 
Where  the  sun  in  mid-day  .s])lendour 

Sheds  its  glorious  rays  around, 
Over  mountain,  lake  and  valley. 

And  the  solitude  profound. 

Here  I  love  to  tread  the  valley 

AVhero  the  gurgling  streamlet  plays — 
Where  the  leafy  screen  aliove  me 

Shields  me  from  the  sun's  fierce  rays  ; 
Where  the  trout  an'  tiny  minnow 

Wanton  in  the  shaded  streams, 
AVhere  the  waving  trees  reflected — 

Like  a  fairy  land  it  seems  ; 

Where  the  bright-eyed  blooming  tlow'rets 

Waft  their  })erfumed  sweets  along, 
Where  the  heard  but  unseen  cuckoo 

Sings  her  heart-refreshing  song; 
Where  the  cushat's  mournful  cooing 

P'rom  the  forest  greets  my  ear. 
And  the  wild  shrill-screaming  pee-wit 

Sounds  its  pipe  in  upper  air. 

Or  I  wander  down  the  meadow. 

Leading  to  the  gray  old  mill. 
Listening  to  the  geese  and  peacocks 

Soiuui  their  clarions  loud  and  shrill ; 
Or  the  mill-wheel,  old  and  creaking, 

With  its  long  familiar  sound. 
Breaks  the  stillness  of  the  valley — 

Wakes  the  echoes  all  around. 

Or  I  roam  where  bees  are  humming 
Round  the  fragrant  yellow  liroom, 

Li  the  daisy-dappled  meadows 

Wliei'e  the  cup  and  clover  bloom  ; 


MOORLAND   MUSINGS.  105 

Where  the  perfumed  milk-white  blossom 

Of  the  hawthorn  scents  the  gale, 
And  the  myriad  tinted  daisies, 

Like  a  snow  shower,  clead  the  vale. 

Where  the  blue-hell,  and  the  thistle, 

And  the  fox-glove  deck  the  glade, 
To  my  memory  recalling 

Spots  where  oft  in  youth  we  stray'd  : 
When  our  hearts  were  free  and  happy — 

When  no  cares  sat  on  our  brow  ; 
Happy  hours,  alas  !  departed, 

Gone,  and  past  recalling  now. 

Still  I  love  to  roam  among  them, — 

Still  my  fainting  soul  they  cheer. 
And  my  spirit,  soaring  upwards. 

Seeks  to  leave  her  sorrows  drear  ; 
To  my  soul  they  tell  of  pleasures 

I  have  never  tasted  yet,— 
Of  a  land  where  all  are  happy. 

Where  no  shadows  ever  flit : 

Where  eternal  summer  reigneth. 

Clear  and  radiant,  not  a  cloud  ; 
Where  no  Avinter's  snow  descending 

Covers  nature  with  a  shroud  ; 
Where  the  streams  are  ever  flowing 

Stainless  from  the  fount  divine  ■ 
Where  the  sun,  for  ever  beaming, 

Knows  no  fading,  no  decline  ; 

AVhere  the  flow'rets,  ever  blooming, 

Sweetly  scent  the  heavenly  gale  ; 
Where  the  balmy,  soothing  zephyrs 

Waft  along  no  mourner's  wail  ; 
But  the  happy  songs  of  thousands 

From  the  sins  of  earth  made  free, — 
Where  eternity  rolls  onward. 

Onward  to  eternity. 
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A.NCE  niair  I  see  the  village  Green, 

An'  a'  its  scenes  that  please 
Its  auld  thack't  hooses  here  an'  there 

Aniang  the  spreadin'  trees  ; 
The  winiplin'  l)U!n,  the  bonnie  yairds, 

Its  howes  and  knowcs  the  same 
As  in  the  lang  gane  cheery  days 

^^  hen  we  were  a'  at  hame. 

But  here  an'  there  arc  strongly  marked 

Time's  sair  destroyin'  tooth, 
An'  fell  decay  has  left  its  trail 

Sin'  oor  blithe  (la}s  o'  yonth  : 
Nae  cheery  voices  reach  us  noo 

O'  bairnies  at  their  game — 
The  place  is  dreich  an'  dowie  noo 

.Since  we  were  a'  at  hame. 

I  mark  the  cut  where  hrst  1  saw 

The  licht  o'  love  an'  joy, 
An'  where  within  its  humble  wa's 

I  played  a  blithesome  boy  : 
Noo  moss-grown  is  its  dented  roof, 

An'  roun'  the  winnock  frame 
The  rose  an'  jessmine  nae  mair  nod 

As  when  we  were  at  hame. 

Yet  thochts  come  liack  o'  joyous  days, 

When  a'  was  bricht  an'  fair, 
An"  when  we  roamed  the  banks  an'  ])raes 

A\'i'  heai'ts  devoid  o'  care  : 
An'  I  forget  Time's  blightin'  change, 

An'  picture  a'  the  same 
As  when  we  gathered  roun'  the  hearth 

\\'hen  we  were  a'  at  hame. 

I  see  the  ])richt  i)eat  fire  a-bleeze, 

The  kettle  on  the  crook. 
An'  sang  an'  story  cheer  us  as 

We  snugijle  i'  the  neuk  : 
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My  faither  an'  my  mither  baith 

Had  aye  a  constant  aim 
To  mak"  oor  cot  a  cheery  spot 

When  we  were  a'  at  hame. 

Noo  in  the  auld  kirkyaird  near  by 

Are  dear  anes  laid  at  rest, 
An'  ithers  hae  left  hame  an'  frien's 

For  new  scenes  i'  the  West : 
Tho'  noo  'mang  strangers  far  they  roam 

In  search  o'  wealth  and  fame, 
My  fancy  paints  the  scene  ance  mair 

When  we  were  a'  at  hame. 

An'  maybe  i'  that  ither  warld. 

When  Ave  are  dune  wi'  this. 
The  sweetest  drap  that  we  shall  fin' 

In  Heaven's  cup  of  bliss, 
Will  be  to  meet  ilk  ither  there, 

Renewin'  love's  auld  flame 
In  the  hoose  o'  many  mansions,  where 

We  '11  meet  an'  be  at  hame. 


I  LIKE  MY  AIN  FIRESIDE. 

What  's  a'  your  pomp  an'  wealth  to  me. 
Or  a'  the  honours  State  can  gie  1 
They  canna  mak'  the  heart  mair  glad- — 
They  canna  cheer  when  life  is  sad. 
In  fact,  the  various  cares  they  bring 
Mak'  peace  an'  comfort  oft  tak'  'wing: 
They  canna  add  to  life's  true  zest : 
I  like  my  a  in  fireside  the  best. 

It  may  be  humble  in  its  way, 

A  wee  thatched  cot  lieside  the  brae  ; 

A  garden  plot  wi'  auld-time  flowers. 

The  birds'  sweet  music  'mang  the  bowers ;. 

A  but  an'  ben,  a'  tosh  an'  snug, 

Twa  bonnie  bairns,  a  cat  an'  doug ; 

^ly  bonnie  wife  aye  cleanly  dressed : 

I  like  my  ain  fireside  the  best. 
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.Sae  long  as  health  is  gieii  us  a', 
Wc  envy  iiac  the  rich  an'  braw  ; 
They  seek  their  pleasures  near  an'  far, 
Wi'  fashion  as  their  guidin'  star. 
An'  the'  we  hae  but  simple  joys, 
Our  hamely  pleasure  never  cloys, 
While  honest  toil  brings  welcome  rest : 
I  like  my  ain  fireside  the  best. 

The  scenes  o'  riot  and  debauch 

May  hearts  o'  thochtless  votaries  catch  : 

For  me  an'  mine,  we  'd  rather  hae 

The  even  tenor  o'  life's  way  : 

We  watch  the  pampered  darlings  pass 

Wha  deem  us  an  inferior  class ; 

Their  jaded,  worn-out  lives  attest 

Our  ain  firsidc  is  aye  the  liest. 

The  worldly  proud  in  fashion's  lanks 
May  hae  their  wealth  in  shares  and  l)anks, 
Their  stately  mansions  in  the  squares, 
An'  servants  e'en  that  put  on  airs. 
Where  liveried  flunkies  Haunt  aboot, 
An'  pass  their  wine  at  ball  an'  rout ; 
Sic  empty  pleasures  time  will  test : 
I  like  my  ain  fireside  the  best. 

When  winter  comes  wi'  snaw  an"  drift, 
An'  storms  careerin'  owre  the  lift, 
Our  humble  cot  seems  snug  an'  bien  ; 
When,  toil-worn,  I  get  hame  at  e'en. 
The  couthie  welcome  that  I  meet 
Frae  thochtfu'  wife  an'  bairnies  sweet 
(iie  hamely  comfort,  peace,  an'  rest : 
I  like  my  ain  fireside  the  best. 

Then  ne'er  may  I  meet  joy  or  care 
Outside  the  hame  my  loved  anes  share  ; 
Their  smiles  keep  care  outside  the  door, 
^^'i'  them  I  '11  share  whate'er  's  in  store. 
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An'  should  the  pinch  o'  want  appear, 
Wi'  them  life's  struggles  still  1 11  share  ; 
E'en  then,  wi'  love's  sweet  heart-glints  blest, 
I  '11  like  my  ain  fireside  the  best. 


THE  AULD  FOLKS  0'  THE  VILLAGE. 

In  fancy  aft  I  wander  back 

To  childhood's  sunny  days  : 
Ance  mair  I  'm  in  the  meadows,  or 

The  burnie's  banks  an'  braes  ; 
An'  tho'  the  feelin's  o'  my  j^outh 

Revive  wi"  faintest  glow, 
I  canna  feel  the  same  delight 
As  in  the  lang  ago  : 

For  'mang  the  frien's  I  kent  sae  weel^ 

An'  trusted  ane  an'  a', 
The  auld  folks  o'  the  village  noo 
Are  wearin'  fast  awa'. 

My  faither's  house  was  aye  the  howf 

Where  couthie  frien's  wad  meet 
To  tell  their  tales  o'  langsyne  deeds, 

Or  lilt  their  sangs  sae  sweet ; 
The  news  frae  far  but  seldom  cam', 

Nor  went  they  far  frae  hame  : 
The  parish  an'  some  miles  aboot 
Was  a'  the  warl'  to  them  : 

Let  ithers  gang  to  foreign  lands, 

In  search  o'  wealth  or  fame  : 
The  auld  folks  o'  the  village  were 
Content  to  bide  at  hame. 

But  hamely  clad,  an'  plainly  fed, 

Whiles  burdensome  their  toil, 
As  lang  as  they  were  blessed  wi'  health 

They  happy  were  the  while. 
Nor  yet  ambition  had  they  e'er 

To  rise  aboon  their  lot  : 
The  palace  wadna  be  sae  dear 

As  was  the  humble  cot : 
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The  auld  thatched  cot,  the  garden  plot, 
Their  highest  wishes  scr'ed  : 

The  auld  folks  o'  the  village  ne'er 
Kiivied  the  wealthy  laiid. 

They  looked  aye  to  the  Sabbath  day 

For  welcome  peace  an'  rest, 
AVhen  a'  went  decent  to  the  kirk 
In  weel-hained  Sunday's  best; 
The  preachei's  words  were  lessons  plain 

That  simple  minds  could  learn, 
An'  doubts  that  loftier  minds  assailed 
To  them  brought  no  concern  : 

To  eat  the  fruit  o'  honest  toil, 
An'  trust  God  for  the  rest, 
The  auld  folks  o'  the  village  were 
In  calm  contentment  blest. 


Noo  things  are  changed  ;  the  huml)le  cots 

Are  half  in  ruins  laid, 
Wi'  weed-grown  yairds  that  never  ken 

The  touch  o'  ho  we  or  spade  ; 
An'  names  for  generations  kent 

Are  never  heard  o'  noo, 
Exceptin'  on  tiie  grave-yaird  stanes, 
AVi'  moss  half  hid  fiae  view  : 

Tho'  time  an'  fate  hae  wrought  sic  change. 

The  place  seems  no'  the  same, 
The  auld  folks  o'  the  village  still 
Clins;  to  the  dear  auld  hame. 


Whene'er  my  footsteps  hameward  tuiii, 

On  simmer  pastime  bent, 
Aye  fewer  are  the  frien's  I  meet 

W'i'  whom  I  was  acquent ; 
I  note  the  changes  time  has  wrought, 

The  gaps  that  death  has  made, 
An'  sorrow  dark  comes  owre  my  heart 

\\  here  a'  was  ance  sae  glad  : 


PUIR    AVULL'S   AWA'.  Ill 

I  ken  my  years  nae  lichter  feel, 

An'  heavier  weighs  life's  care, 
While  th'  auld  folks  o'  the  village  siine 

Will  welcome  me  nae  mail". 


PUIR   WULL  'S   AW  A'. 

Auld  Jockie's  frien',  puir  Wull,  is  gane, 
An'  noo  he  sighs  an'  grieves  his  lane  ;  , 
While  neibours  roun'  wi'  waesome  mane 

Let  saut  tears  fa', 
For  death  a  faithfu'  frien'  has  ta'en — 

Puir  Wull 's  awa'. 

He  was  a  doug  o'  famous  breed, 
Wi'  bushy  flanks,  an'  noble  held, 
Gifted  Avi'  powers  o'  scent  an'  speed 

That  few  could  show  : 
A  wink  or  nod  was  a'  he  'd  need, 

An'  afi'  he  'd  go. 

Wi'  bairnies  a'  the  clachan  thro' 
He  was  a  frien'  baith  tried  and  true, 
An'  tho'  his  lugs  an'  tail  they  'd  pu', 

He  ne'er  let  on, 
While  mony  a  "  })iece  "  he  got,  I  troAv, 

0'  bread  or  scone. 

The  cat  an'  he  were  cronies  guid, 
An'  shared  ilk  ither's  plate  o'  food, 
Their  ways  an'  humours  understood 

Like  human  folk, 
An'  smuggled  close,  as  wooers  would. 

By  th'  ingle  neuk. 

In  a'  the  journeys  Jockie  gaed 

Wull  followed,  tho'  nae  ca"  was  made ; 

Whene'er  he  took  his  staff  or  plaid, 

He  'd  youff  wi'  glee ; 
An'  when  the  hameward  road  seemed  braid, 

A  guide  he  'd  be. 


112  .\   i'.i;i;\\  KKsiiiKK  i;Ai;r). 

When  in  the  ditch  Jock  chanced  to  fa' 
Aniang  the  driftin'  wreaths  o'  snaw, 
Willi  went  to  where  a  licht  he  saw 

An'  brought  relief, 
Or  else  his  chance  to  wake  were  sma'— 

His  time  but  brief. 

But  Jock  the  kindness  paid  him  l)ack  ; 
When  Wull,  got  auld  an'  scarce  could  walk. 
Went  to  the  well  his  drouth  to  slack, 

'        An'  tum'led  in, 
Jock  hauled  him  brinkwards  in  a  crack, 
^\'i'  drookit  skin. 

When  herdin'  o'  the  cottar's  kye. 
By  hill  an'  dale  or  wet  or  dry. 
Beneath  some  beild  the  twa  wad  lie 

By  moss  or  muir  ; 
Yet  runaways  could  ne'er  get  by. 

If  Wull  was  there. 

If  rabbits  started  at  his  feet, 
When  gettin'  stiff  an'  no'  sae  fleet, 
To  see  Wull  was  a  regular  treat 

Start  on  the  run. 
While  Puss,  sune  in  a  safe  retreat. 

Just  thought  it  fun. 

^\'hen  liieakin'  stanes  on  Chousley  Brae, 
On  mony  a  sultry  simmer  day, 
Close  by  the  heap  his  dougship  lay. 

Full  at  his  ease  ; 
Owre  lazy  e'en  to  drive  away 

The  wasps  an'  flees. 

Nog  a'  his  tricks  an'  plays  are  dune  ; 
In  Jock's  auld  plaid  weel  rappit  roun', 
Beneath  yon  tree  he  's  sleeping  soun' 

Beside  the  burn  ; 
\\  here  bairnies  frae  the  schule  at  noon 

Come  there  to  mnuin. 
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The  cat  upon  the  hearthstane  Hes, 

An'  raises  aft  its  heid  an'  sighs ; 

Here,  where  they  slept  as  warm  as  pies, 

On  rug  or  chair, 
It  gazes  roun'  wi'  sad  surprise. 

For  Wull  's  nae  mair. 

The  lads  wha  drap  in  there  at  e'en. 
Where  mony  a  time  they  've  meriy  l)e('ii. 
Hae  cause  eneuch  whiles  to  compleen 

0'  bright  times  gane, 
"While  Jockie  noo  wad  just  as  sune 

Be  left  his  lane. 

Weel,  folks  maun  dee  as  weel  as  dougs ; 
What  need  we  then  to  hing  oor  lugs, 
When  death  the  life-thread  rives  an'  rugs 

In  cot  or  ha'  1 
Let 's  try  to  stan'  Time's  kicks  an'  tugs, 

Like  Wull  awa'. 

Gin  faithfu'ness  an'  patience  here 
Deserve  reward  beyond  the  bier, 
These  brutes,  wha  thro'  a  hard  career 

Hae  borne  their  yoke. 
Should  hae  a  chance  o'  yon  bright  sphere. 

Like  ither  folk. 


"FASTEN'S  E'EN." 

'Mang  the  memories  o'  the  langsyne  days 
O'er  which  my  fancy  aften  strays, 
That  waft  me  back  to  the  gowany  braes. 

An'  ilka  lang-left  scene, 
I  fondly  lo'e  that  scene  o'  a', 
AVhen  lads  frae  cottage  an'  frae  ha' 
Met  ilka  year  to  play  the  ba', 

An'  hand  their  Fasten's  E'en. 

My  puir  auld  heart  will  aften  thrill 
Wi'  youth's  bright  recollections  still — 
0'  hoo  we  played  'tween  kirk  an'  mill 
Till  the  last  prize  was  gi'en ; 
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Hoo  lads  wi'  ncebonr  hul.s  wad  meet, 
To  spier  for  news,  to  crack,  an"  treat ; 
An'  hoo  blithe  lassies  too  wad  i^^reet 
The  sports  o'  Fastens  Een. 

Even  noo,  my  fancy  still  can  trace 

The  crowd  that  thranged  the  market-place, 

AVhere  joy  was  seen  in  ilka  face — 

Baith  auld  an'  youn*,',  I  ween  ; 
For  frail  auld  bodies  then  wad  meet 
To  crack  at  corners  o'  the  street, 
An'  droutliy  cronies,  too,  wad  weet 

Their  gabs  at  Fasten's  E'en. 

The  ba'-men,  an'  the  fiddler  loon, 
Play  "  Never  let  the  Gregor  doon," 
'Till  ilk  shopkeeper  in  the  toon 

His  croon  or  shillin  's  gien  ; 
An'  ere  the  sport  at  noon  's  l)egun 
The  'prentice  lads  close  uj)  like  fun. 
Prepared  to  scramble,  jouk,  an'  run, 

For  the  sports  o'  Fasten's  E'en. 

The  laird  comes  doon  frae  his  castle  ha', 
AVi'  leddies,  too,  sae  busk  an'  braw, 
For  he 's  aye  the  fii'st  to  toss  the  ba'. 

An'  mak'  the  sport  l»cgin  ; 
The  fiddler  then,  an'  ba'-men  chiel's. 
Play  round  the  toun-house,  lichtsome  reels, 
Wi'  callants  shoutin'  at  their  heels. 

For  the  fun  o'  Fasten's  E'en. 

Then  frae  before  the  toun-house  steps, 
"Mid  shouts,  an'  tossing  up  o'  caps. 
The  gowden  ba'  first  upward  ])ops 

An'  owre  tlieir  heads  does  spin  ; 
In  earnest  then  begins  the  play. 
While  back  an'  fore  they  stragglin'  sway, 
An'  lassies  cheer  an'  shout  hooray  ! 

For  the  sports  o'  Fasten's  E'en. 
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Then  comes  the  wrestling  an'  the  sport ; 
'Mid  yells  an'  cries  o'  every  sort 
They  race  pell-mell  up  lane  an'  court ; 

The  like  was  never  seen  : 
They  toss  an'  tumble,  squeeze  an'  tear, 
While  hats  an'  bonnets  skim  the  air, — 
Nae  fun  at  country  hiring  fair 

Beats  this  at  Fasten's  E'en. 

The  married  men  the  ba'  maun  hail, 
By  ringin'  wi  't  the  auld  kirk  bell, 
While  single  chaps  rin  for  the  mill 

To  thraw't  the  happer  in ; 
Sae  there  the  wily  lads  keep  guard 
By  yett  an'  dyke  o'  the  auld  kirk-yaird. 
To  win  the  laurels  there  prepared, 

For  the  fun  o'  Fasten's  E'en. 

Then  here  a  squad  o'  country  lads 
Hae  cast  awa'  their  cumbrous  duds, 
Ready  for  ditches,  slaps  or  wuds, 

An'  for  the  mill  to  rin  : 
They  stick  at  neither  burns  nor  stiles, 
Sae  lang  's  they  win  the  lassies'  smiles, — 
Nae  money  prize  for  them  has  wiles 

Like  this  at  Fasten's  E'en. 

An'  sae  the  fun 's  kept  up  until 
The  last  ba 's  hailed  at  kirk  or  mill. 
An'  ilka  ane  has  got  his  fill 

0'  that  day's  sport,  I  ween ; 
Then  to  their  hames  at  toun  or  stead 
The  lads  an'  lassies  hameward  speed. 
Ilk  Jock  an'  Jeanie  as  agreed 

Lang  ere  this  Fasten's  E'en. 

An'  then  the  ba'men  wi'  their  frien's 
Adjourn  to  some  ane  o'  the  inns, 
Where  langsyne  yarns  the  landlord  spins 
0'  what  he 's  dune  an'  seen  ; 
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An'  when  the  noise  an'  din  hae  ceased 
Then  pork  an'  dumplin'  crowns  the  feast, 
Washed  doou  wi'  toddy  o'  the  best, 
To  wind  up  Fasten's  E'en. 


HA  1 . 1  .U  W  Eiu\  MEMORIES. 

Come  sit  ye  doon,  my  auld  guidwife,  an'  let  us  hae  a  crack, 
An'   ance   mair   thro'    the   bygane   years   tread  memorj's 

storied  track ; 
The  happy  days  o'  auld  langsyne,  the  cloudless  an'  the  free 
Come  ance  mair  l)ack  to  cheer  us  wi'  ilk  hallowed  memory  ; 
For  tho'  'tis  lang  sin'  we,  guidwife,  left  that  hame  far  away, 
Still  a'  her  scenes  o'  hill  an'  dale  are  dear  to  us  to-day, 
An'  wi'  a  schule-boy  love  I  still  think  o'  that  happy  scene. 
When  roun'  oor  cosy  ingle-side  we  kept  oor  Hallowe'en. 

Sic  langsyne  recollection  aft  yet  my  bosom  thrills. 
When  thinkin'  o'  my  dear  auld  hame  amid  the  heather  hills: 
Wi'  what  licht  heart  I've  sported  o'er  gowany  bank  an'  brae, 
When  to  the  auld  schule  hoose  we  hied  ilk  sunny  morn  away  : 
But  no'  a  happier  day  we  spent,  than  when  wc  roamed  the 

glen, 
To  hunt  for  hazel  nuts  to  burn,  when  hame  we  got  again, 
Or  when,  'mid  joke  an'  ringin'  laugh,  whilk  ilk  ane  relished 

keen. 
We   joined    the    fun-provoking    sports    in    tlif    langsyne 

Hallowe'en. 

What  happy  moments  hae  I  spent  on  that  all  hallowed 

nicht. 
When  lads  an'  lasses  gathered  roun'  the  ingle  burnin'  Ijrieht ! 
When  mirth  shone  oot  frae  every  face,  an' a' were  happy  there, 
For  e'en  the  auld  folks  joined  us  wi'  hearts  devoid  o'  care  : 
They  joined  us  in  the  merry  laugh,  the  gossip  an'  the  sang. 
An'  for  ae  nicht  at  least  we  drove  awa'  care's  withering 

stang  : 
We  blithely  listened  to  their  screeds  o'  what  they'd  dune 

and  seen 
On   this   same   nicht,    lang   years   ago, — the  auld   Scotch 

Hallowe'en. 
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An'  Peggy,  dae  ye  min'  the  time  when  I  was  courtin'  you, 
Those  first  fond  years  w-e  aften  met  oor  pledges  to  renew, 
When  owre  the  hills  I  gaily  sped  to  the  auld  trysting  tree, 
M}?^  only  thocht,  to  gain  a  look  an'  word  o'  love  frae  thee ; 
When  there  we  wandered  lang,  an'  talked  o'  days  o'  comin' 

joy— 

For  secretly  I  'd  lo'ed  thee,  sin'  a  happy  careless  bo}^ ; 
For  ye  maun  min'  that  nicht,  guidwife,  some  forty  years  I 
ween, 

I  drew  thee  as  my  valentine,  that  langsyne  Hallowe'en  1 

Noo  we  are  toddlin'  doon  the  hill,  an'  sune  maun  reach  the 

fit. 
Still  wi'  a  glow  o'  youthfu'  fire  my  auld  heart  flutters  yet, 
When  thinkin'  o'  that  land  I  lo'e,  far,  far  across  the  sea. 
An'  the  happy  days  that  hae  been  mine,  my  ain  guidwife, 

Avi'  thee ; 
Noo  bairns'  bairns  roun'  us  rin,  an'  pouk  thee  by  the  goun. 
While,  wi'  the  younkers  on  j^our  knee,  I  like  to  hear  ye 

croon 
Some  auld  Scotch  sang,  that  aft  has  brocht  the  saut  tears  to 

my  een. 
Or  tell  the  frolics  we  hae  had  on  the  auld  Scotch  Hallowe'en. 

Then  let  us  haud  oor  Hallowe'en  as  we  were  wont  to  dae 
Langsyne  amang  the  schule-mates  o'  the   auld   hame  far 

away ; 
We're  nae  sae  soople's  we  hae  been,  an'  canna  join  the  fun. 
But  wi'  the  bairns  aroun'  us,  we  can  tell  hoo  things  were 

dune 
When  you  an'  I  Avere  bairns,  too,  as  blithe  as  ony  here, 
Wi'  burnin'  nuts,  an'  pu'in'  stocks,  an'  ither  frolics  queer  : 
An'  let  us  hope,  guidwife,  that  ere  in  death  we  close  oor  een, 
We '11  see  a  few  mair  winteis  come  to  hrum  us  Hallowe'en. 


HOGMANAY. 

The  year 's  noo  hirplin'  to  its  close, 
Seared,  totterin',  auld  an'  frail. 

While  we  are  watchin'  for  the  hour 
The  infant  year  to  hail ; 
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An'  memory  hiickwanl  tak's  a  glint 
To  youth's  mail-  huppy  day, 

When  we  enjoyed  the  sports  an'  plays 
We  held  on  Hogmanay. 

The  best  o'  a'  the  Guizard  time 

Was  ance  mair  drawin'  near, 
An'  mony  nichts  before,  we  'd  aye 

Oor  costumes  to  pre})are  ; 
While  a'  oor  sangs  we  maun  rehearse 

An'  eke — the  time-worn  i)lay, 
0'  "Here  comes  in  Gilashon,'  wha 

Gets  killed  on  Hogmanay. 

Dressed  in  oor  gaudy  paper-hats, 

Wi'  sarks  ootside  ooi-  claes, 
An'  mimic  swords  hung  by  oor  sides, 

At  mirk  we  took  oor  ways  ; 
An'  first  we  took  the  Manse  by  storm, 

For  there  a  welcome  aye 
Frae  minister  to  maids  we  had 

On  ilka  Hogmanay. 

Next  to  the  laird's  big-house  we  ca'ed, 

Where,  in  the  servants'  ha". 
We  were  regaled  wi'  dainties,  that 

But  ance  a  year  we  saw. 
AVc  sang,  an'  danced,  an'  acted  there, 

When,  ance  mair  in  the  play, 
A  second  time  Gilashon  fell 

To  hansel  Hogmanay. 

To  farm  and  cottar's  hoose  we  gaed, 

An'  aye  a  welcome  gat. 
An'  when  oor  sangs  an'  plays  were  dune 

To  hamely  feast  we  sat ; 
An'  e'en  where  pence  they  couldna  gie 

We  ne'er  were  turned  away, 
But  aye  got  rowth  o'  scones  an'  cakes 

To  cheer  oor  Hogmanay. 
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An'  aft  adventures,  too,  we  met, 

As  we  gaed  on  oor  roan", 
Wi'  muckle  merry  din  Ave  made 

The  sharp  nicht  air  resoun' : 
As  when  we  tum'Ied  in  the  burn 

When  crossin'  Cothill  brae, 
Till  stiffened  sarks  like  coats  o'  mail 

Decked  us  on  Hogmanay. 

Oor  guizin'  dune  at  stead  an'  toun, 

AVhere  hoose  to  hoose  we  sang. 
We  turned  oor  faces  hameward,  yet 

Xe'er  thocht  the  journey  lang  ; 
For  joke  an'  story  filled  the  time 

We  speeled  up  Chousley  brae, 
An'  hame  owre  Crummie  Staps  we  went 

To  finish  Hogmanay, 

For,  ken  ye  that,  for  years  gane  bye, 

Oor  village  aye  had  been 
A  central  spot,  where  lads  an'  queens. 

On  that  nicht  did  convene  : 
Where  dancin'  in  the  auld  mein-barns 

Was  held  till  break  o'  day. 
When  roun'  the  thorn  we  tripped  a  fit 

To  wind  up  Hogmanay  1 

An'  noo,  far  frae  that  happy  scene, 

I  still  think  o'  the  past. 
An'  picture  scenes  that  ne'er  shall  fade 

While  life  itsel'  shall  last ; 
An'  tho'  I  canna  join  the  sports 

Wi'  frien's  noo  far  awav, 
I  live,  in  memory,  ance  again 

The  joys  o'  Hogmanay. 


THE  BLAEBERRY  PLANTIN'. 

AnC'E  mair  I  'm  back  to  the  village  Green, 
An'  roam  owre  ilk  Aveel  remembered  scene, 
An'  yet  I  canna  just  trust  my  een, 

For  there 's  something  seems  awantin' ; 


120  A   i;ki;\\I(  KsiiiKK   i;.\i;ii. 

Where  nioiiy  a  spot  looks  just  as  before, 
There  are  ithers  I  canna  reca'  as  o'  yore, 
For  there  seems  sic  a  wonderfu'  change  come  o'er 
What  we  kcmu'd  as  the  Hhiehei'ry  ri.uitiir. 

Vet  this  is  the  spot  I  ken  fu'  weel ; 

There's  the  Hunter's  Well,  an'  the  road  hy  the  Hel', 

An"  the  hedges  that  aften  we  used  to  sped 

When  the  liirds  in  the  spring  were  nestin' : 
Twas  hero  that  we  sported  when  bairns  at  schule, 
"Twas  here  that  as  wooers  we  played  the  fide, 
An'  trysted  the  lassies  when  a'  was  still. 

An'  the  mune  was  lang  shadows  castin'. 

The  gean-trees  stand  by  the  auld  fade  dyke, 
An'  the  stunted  scroggs  seem  familiar  like. 
Where  we  harried  mony  a  bummie's  byke. 

In  the  hairst  when  we  watched  the  shearin' : 
There's  the  jjrickly  clumps  wi'  the  bonny  red  rasps, 
A  feast  we  shared  wi'  the  birds  an'  wasps, 
Familiar  scenes  that  my  memory  grasps, 

An'  yet  'mid  the  change,  fu'  cheerin'. 

We  kenned  the  nooks  where  the  blaeberries  grew, 
Where  we  could  just  sit  an'  big  handfu's  pu'. 
An'  feast  till  our  hands  and  lips  were  blue. 

An'  wc  stayed  till  the  fa'  o'  the  gloamin' : 
Or  we  hunted  the  scuiirrels  frae  tree  to  tree. 
As  lang  as  the  daylicht  Avacl  let  us  sec, 
For  nae  care,  nae  fear,  nao  fatigue  had  we, 

Tho'  frae  mornin'  we  had  been  roaniin'. 

By  the  benty-knowes  where  the  linties  built 

We  rested  whiles,  an'  our  stories  tell 't. 

For  time  wi'  our  hearts  then  had  lightly  dealt, 

An'  nae  jo}'  in  our  lives  was  wantin'; 
An'  sac  as  the  shadows  began  to  fa', 
An'  an  eerie  stillness  fell  decj)  owre  a'. 
We'd  saunter  hame  l»y  the  liandy  IJaw, 

Frae  the  txlooni  o"  the  Blaebeiiv  IMantin'. 
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But  a  change  has  come  owre  the  dear  auld  scene, 
Nae  trees  stan'  noo  where  they  aye  had  been, 
An'  tlie  sunlight  glints  where  it  ne'er  was  seen, 

Where  in  simmer  the  shade  was  sae  cheerin'. 
For  the  villagers  tell  o'  a  fearfu'  blast 
That  raged  for  hours  oot  the  snell  Nor-wast, 
When  the  sturdy  trees  were  like  reeds  owrecast, 

Till  it  looked  like  a  Yankee  clearin'. 

Few  blaeberries  noo  can  be  gathered  there, 
The  raspberry  clumps  are  stunted  an'  bare, 
An'  the  branches  that  sheltered  the  timorou-;  hare 

Miss  the  shade  o'  the  spreadin'  beeches  ; 
The  footpaths  we  trod  are  wi'  grass  owregrown, 
As  through  the  changed  scene  we  wander  alone. 
An'  try  to  reca'  a'  the  landmarks  gone, 

An'  muse  owre  the  lesson  it  teaches. 

E'en  the  village  itsel'  is  changed  to  me. 
An'  its  moss-grown  ruins  I  grieve  to  see. 
The  playmates  I  loved  are  far  owre  the  sea. 

Or  lie  in  the  Kirkyard  dreary ; 
I  miss  the  auld  familiar  scene 
O'  the  youths  at  play  on  the  village  Green, 
The  sturdy  bairns  that  were  a'  where  seen, 

An'  the  voices  that  rang  sae  cheery. 

The  auld  folks  are  gane  to  their  lang  last  rest, 

An'  their  children  hae  sought  new  hames  in  the  West, 

The  pathways  we  loved  are  by  feet  unpressed. 

An'  the  stir  an'  the  life  are  wantin' ; 
Few,  few  are  the  kent  folks,  auld  and  grey, 
Noo  waitin'  the  ca'  when  they  '11  slip  away. 
Like  the  gnarled  stumps  that  we  watch  decay. 

'Mid  the  wreck  o'  the  Blaeberry  Plantin'. 


DAVY'S  HA'. 

It  's  only  but  a  theekit  house  that  stan's  beside  the  byre, 
A  but  an'  ben,  an'  plenty  room  to  snuggle  roon'  the  fire ; 
An'   when  the  winter  storms  hae  come  an'  wreathed  the 

roads  wi'  snaw, 
The  cosiest  place  to  spen'  an'  hour  is  u])  at  Davy's  Ha'. 
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The  L;iii(l  iiinisel  's  a  caiitic  chiel",  ati'  trusty  frien'  forl>ye, 
A  skeilic  sort  o'  l»ody  aiiiaiij^  horses,  shet'p,  air  kye  ; 
Hesides,  he's  got  a  kindly  turn,  weel  liked  by  aue  an'  a', 
For  there's  ave  a  smile  an'  cheerv  word  for  them  at  l)avy's 
Ha'. 

There's  nae  guidwife  to  fume  an"  scold  if    things  should 

gang  agee, 
To  lock  up  press  an'  cuphoai'd  an'  appropiiate  the  key  : 
There's  rowth  o'  a'  thing  ane  could  want,  an'  sae,  whac'er 

may  ca', 
There  is  nae  hungry  welcome  ever  gi'en  at  Davy's  Ha'. 

What  hamely  music  I  hae  heard  that  made  the  rafters  ring, 
When  ilka  ane  his  turn  ahoot  wad  tell  a  tale  or  sing, 
When  eiijht-some  reels,  ati'-heel-an'-toe  made  time  flee  fast 

awa', 
An'  we  were  laith  to  pairt,  an'  tak"  the  road  frae  Davy's  Ha". 

When  a"  the  chores  were  dune  at  e'en,  an'  (Jcnrdie  played 

the  flute, 
An'  guid  auld  neibonr  Timmer  wi'  the  fiddle  followed  suit; 
When  Jockie  sang  his  favourite  sang,  an'  younkers  ane  an'  a' 
Joined  in  a  rousin'  chorus,  only  heard  at  Davy's  Ha' ; 

The  farmer  lads  frae  far  an'  near  wad  aftcn  join  us  there, 
An'  speech  an'  sang  gaed  roun'  fu'  blithe  wlien  Davy  took 

the  chair ; 
When  mirth  an'  fun  'mang  auld  an'  young  suiie  di-ave  dull 

cai'c  awa', 
•Sae  cantie  aye  the  meetin's  were  we  held  at  Davy's  Ha". 

The  rich  may  hae  their  pleasures  that  are  far  ayont  oor  reach. 
But  oor's  were  hiunbler  joys  that  might  a  halesome  lesson 

teach  ; 
Foi-  there  were  nae  regrets  to  come — nae  after  ills  ava. 
But  a'  was  hajjpiness  su])rem('  when  up  at  Davy's  Ha'. 

As  time  rows  roun'  an'  brings  the  siller  glint  to  mony  a  pow, 
We  still  look  back  wi'  pleasure,  an'  auld  memoiies  fan  the 

lowe  : 
We  picture  aft  the  cosie  scene  ;  an'  noo.  when  fai'  awa'. 
We  ne'er  forget  the  pleasant  hours  we  spent  at  Davys  Ha  . 
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YIDDUM. 

Never  was  there  sic  a  loon 

As  that  laddie  Yiddum  ; 
He 's  the  terror  o'  the  toun, 

Mischief-workin'  Yiddum. 
At  the  schule  or  on  the  Green, 
At  his  pranks  at  morn  an'  e'en, 

A'  the  callants  dread  'im  ; 
An'  the  games  they  play  when  there 
He  maun  boss  the  whole  affair, 

Nane  daur  nay-say  Yiddum. 

Gin  a  hen  or  duck  gets  lamed, 

Credit 's  gi'en  to  Yiddum  ; 
Right  or  wrang  a'  mischief's  blamed 

On  the  held  o'  Yiddum. 
Is  it  divots  on  the  lums, 
Tammy-reekies  stuffed  wi'  thrums — 

Guissies  gi'en  their  freedom  ; 
Turnip-bogies  in  the  dark, 
Coupit  carts,  an'  a'  sic  wark. 

Aye  set  doon  to  Yiddum. 

Gin  hard  words  wad  break  his  banes, 

Sma'  chance  then  for  Yiddum  ; 
But  he  heeds  na  a'  their  sayin's, 

Wasted  breath  on  Yiddum. 
Folks  aboot  the  clachan  say 
He  '11  aye  please  himself  an'  dae 

As  his  ain  deil  bade  'im  ; 
That  nae  guid  will  be  his  end, 
Gin  he  no'  tak'  thocht  an'  mend — 

Puir,  ill-di-eaded  Yiddum. 

But  beneath  that  ragged  coat 

Beats  a  heart  in  Yiddum 
Wadna  harm  a  mouse  or  stoat — 

Puir,  misca'd  wee  Yiddum. 
Tho'  deem'd  ripe  for  ony  ill. 
Deep  doon  in  his  briest  there 's  still — 

Gin  ye  could  but  read  'em — 
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Kindly  feelin's  for  tlic  |iuif  : 
.SuHV-rin'  crecatures  evorywliLie 
Find  a  frien'  in  Yidduni. 

E'en  the  maister  at  the  schnle 

Whiles  will  favour  Yiddum, 
For  he  sees  he 's  no'  a  f ule — 

Kattlin',  ronipin'  Yiddum. 
\Vhen  the  schule's  in,  lie's  aye  there 
Eident  at  his  books  an'  lear, 

Showin'  he's  got  smeddum  ; 
An'  the  laddies  there  maun  grind 
Ear'  an'  late,  to  tak'  the  wind 

Oot  the  sails  o'  Y'iddum. 

l>i;t  his  mither  kens  him  best, 

She  has  faith  in  Yiddum  ; 
Noo  his  faither's  gane  to  rest, 

She  has  nane  but  Yiddum  ; 
An"  tho'  woe  an'  barely  clad — 
No'  owre  weel  or  fairl}'  fed 

She  will  ne'er  upbraid  him  ; 
An'  by  look  or  word  he  ne'ei' 
Hurts  the  heart  that  lo'es  sae  dear 

Her  wee  curly  Yiddum. 

Aften  will  she  pray  alane 

For  her  bairnie  Yiddum, 
That  he'll  strength  an'  wisdom  gain 

When  a  man  grows  Yiddum  : 
For  he  's  a'  she  ha.s  to  lo'c, 
An"  tho'  wild  an'  tho'tloss  noo, 

Aye  she  tries  to  lead  him 
In  the  path  that's  free  frae  sin, 
JSeekin'  council  frae  abune  ; 

Then  nae  fear  for  Yiddum. 

There,  we  "11  let  him  rin  an'  play. 

Merry,  lauchin'  ^'iddum, 
.Sune  eneuch  will  come  the  day 

r>riiigiir  ciU'c  to  ^'i(lllnlll  ; 
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All'  nae  fear  but  when  he  grows, 
Folks,  wha  owre  him  shake  their  pows 

At  the  ploys  he 's  led  'em, 
Will  respect  him  for  his  worth 
Mair  than  them  o'  titled  birth — 

Honest,  manly  Yiddnm  ! 


GAUN  TO  THE  KIRK  AT  POLART. 

A  Sabbath  morn  an'  a  simmer  sk}^ 

Wi'  never  a  clud  aboon  us, — 
Warblin'  birds  in  the  groves  hard  by, 

An'  the  wild  flooers  noddin'  roun'  us  ; 
Ne'er  can  je  find  sic  a  peaceful  scene 
As  comes  to  me  noo  at  life's  sombre  e'en. 
When  the  villagers  step  o'er  the  famous  Green 

As  they  gang  to  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

The  kye  are  milkit  an'  aft*  to  the  muir. 
In  the  care  o'  the  herd  an'  his  collie, 
An'  there  isna  a  soun'  to  be  heard  in  the  air. 

While  mirth  wad  be  waur  than  folly ; 
The  auld  folks,  douce  in  their  Sunday  rig, 
The  young  folks  a  thocht  mair  braw  an'  trig, 
Come  doon  the  Back  an'  owre  Jockey's  Brig, 
As  they  gang  to  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

At  the  schule,  the  farm  folks  meet  them  there, 

An'  exchange  their  weekly  greetin'. 
An'  the  same  auld  topics  come  up  ance  mair. 

As  at  mony  a  bygane  meetin' ; 
The  weather  an'  crops  are  subjects  dear. 
An'  the  prices  o'  stock  they  're  aye  pleased  to  hear, 
An'  it  never  varies  richt  thro'  the  year. 

As  they  gang  to  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

They  leisurely  chat  gaun  doon  the  hill — 

There 's  Spadie  as  brisk  as  a  laddie, 
An'  Wattie  ban's  roun'  his  sneeshin'-mull 

For  a  pinch  o'  his  famous  Taddy ; 
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There  's  Canny  W  illio  frae  ^'eI■tic"s  Kaw, 
Auld  .lohn  o'  the  Tafts,  an"  Dave  frae  the  Ha', 
An'  ither  auld  folks — I  could  name  them  a' 
That  gaed  to  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

They  dauner  doon  thro'  the  Packman's  Loan, 
By  the  plantin'  at  Denhani's  Entry, 

Past  Murlie-ri<i;  road,  an'  farther  on 

Where  the  l)ig  palm  tree  stan's  sentry ; 

The  gates  are  oi)en,  an'  just  by  the  stile. 

On  the  kirk-yaird  dyke  they  linger  awhile, 

Or  saunter  roun'  by  the  ancient  aisle, 
As  they  gang  to  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

What  a  quiet  sj)0t  is  the  auld  kirk-yaird, 

That  is  a'  thro'  the  week  deserted. 
Except  when  some  mourner's  wail  is  heard 

By  the  grave  o'  some  dear  departed  ! 
E'en  noo  on  this  joyous  Salibath  morn 
Nae  jarrin'  noise  to  the  ear  is  borne. 
For  the  talk  is  as  meek  as  the  faces  worn 

When  they  gang  to  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

The  l)ellman  is  heard  wi'  his  ding,  ding,  dong, 

High  up  in  the  ivy  turret. 
An'  they  watch  the  manse  folk  comin'  along. 

An'  wait  till  they  're  nearly  foirit ; 
Then  the  Laird,  wha  has  driven  his  ain  shanks  pair 
Doon  Lounsdale's  valley  sae  still  an'  fair. 
Is  seen  at  the  steps — an'  they  a'  repair 

To  their  seats  in  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

If  ye've  never  been  into  that  famed  auld  place. 

It  is  worth  your  while  to  see  it. 
For  tho'  changed,  thei'c  is  many  an  ancient  trace 

0'  the  past  tliat  will  never  lea'  it  ; 
There  are  tablets  to  mony  a  deid  auld  laird. 
An'  the  guid  .Sir  Patrick,  wha 's  life  was  spared 
In  the  vault,  where  sweet  (irisell  nichtly  shared 

His  watch,  'neath  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 


LOrXSDALE    HAUGHS.  129 

There  "s  the  white-washed  cupples  au"  high-backed  seats, 

The  same  as  langsyne  I  mind  it, 
Tho'  the  ivy  's  gane  that  ance  hung  in  pleats 

An'  roun'  the  auld  pu'pit  they  t\nned  it; 
I  hae  seen  it  sway  in  the  simmer  breeze 
An'  attract  frae  ootside  the  butterflies  : 
It  was  something  oor  boyish  minds  to  please, 

As  Ave  sat  in  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

There 's  the  seat  where  the  beadle,  auld  John  Grant, 

Sat  a'  thro'  the  sermon  dozin', 
An'  snored  awa',  wi'  supreme  content. 

Till  the  service  w-as  near  the  closin' ; 
An'  there  was  the  square  auld  pew,  select 
For  the  elders  an'  deacons — the  Kirk's  elect, 
Wham  we  younkers  looked  on  w^'  grave  respect, 

When  Ave  gaed  to  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

An'  Aveel  I  remember  the  lettergae's  voice 

As  he  gasped  an'  droned  oot  the  singin', 
An',  Avhen  a'  Avas  dune,  a  skirlin'  noise 

Frae  auld  Leezie  Hogg  cam'  ringin' ; 
Nor  can  I  forget  the  minister's  style, 
Wi'  his  hamely  Avords  an'  his  kindly  smile, 
An'  his  prayers  that  ilk  ane  kenned  the  while. 

Aye  the  same,  at  the  Kirk  at  Polart. 

But  the  years  bring  changes  amid  their  train. 

New  customs  rise  while  the  auld  anes  A^anish, 
And  saddened  feelings  are  mine  again 

'Mong  scenes  that  my  mem'ry  ne'er  can  banish. 
Of  the  haunts  of  that  long-gone  early  day 
I  '11  cherish  through  life  this  blessed  house  on  the  brae. 
Where  my  fathers  oft  met  to  praise  and  to  pray, 
In  the  dear  auld  Kirk  at  Polart. 


LOUNSDALE  HAUGHS. 

How  oft  in  sunny  summer  days 

We  wandered  down  the  silent  dell 
To  gather  scroggs,  or  geans,  or  slaes, 
Or  pull  the  primrose  on  the  braes. 
The  foxglove  and  the  pale  bluebell. 
9 
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Here,  too,  when  hearts  were  tuned  to  love. 

And  nature  seemed  to  share  our  joy. 
We  trysted  in  the  shady  grove 
To  plight  our  vows,  while  fancy  wove 
A  dream  of  bliss  without  alloy. 

Ah  !  that  was  bliss^which  could  not  last, 

For  little  then  we  knew  of  care  ; 
We  thought  not  that  time's  withering  blast 
Would  wreck  our  hopes  as  on  it  passed, 
And  leave  our  hearts  all  bleak  and  bare. 

Yet,  when  I  roam  again  the  scene. 
And  see  it  just  as  in  my  prime, 

I  crush  the  thought — what  might  have  been- 

And  feel  a  glow  of  peace  within 

That  gilds  once  more  my  childhood's  time. 

Bright  memories  of  the  past  come  back. 
And  dear  companions  round  me  play  ; 
We  seek  the  old  familiar  track. 
While  laughter  light  and  boyish  talk 
Beguile  the  sunlit  woodland  way. 

And  though  the  clouds  of  care  may  loom, 

Our  fancy  still  will  brighter  glow  ; 
Away  with  all  despair  and  gloom. 
When  all  our  old  loved  flowerets  bloom. 
And  zephyrs  whisper  soft  and  lowv 

Who  could  be  sad  in  such  a  spot. 
Where  beauty  smiles  on  every  hand, 

^^'here  blooms  the  sweet  forget-me-not. 

Where  lilies  on  the  waters  Hcjat, 
And  pebljles  glisten  'mid  the  sand  1 

It  were  unfitting  I  should  bring 
A  tear  or  sigh  to  such  a  spot ; 
Nay,  round  it  still  let  memory  cling 
To  brighten  all,  as  time's  fleet  wing 
Brings  age  and  sorrow  as  my  lot. 
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Then  fare-thee-well ;  and  if  denied 

To  roam  again  thy  banks  and  braes, 
I  '11  cherish  with  a  miser's  pride 
These  flowers,  when  o'er  the  ocean  wide ; 
They  '11  bring  me  back  my  childhood  days. 


BYGONE  DAYS. 

Oft  at  evening  when  I  wander 

Where  the  sun's  last  beams  are  shed, 
And  the  t^wdlight  star  is  beaming 

With  silvery  rays  o'erhead, 
Then  a  sadness  comes  upon  me 

As,  in  fancy's  eye,  I  see 
Those  happy  bygone  days, 
O'er  which  my  memory  strays, 
When  we  sung  our  merry  lays 

'Xeath  the  greenwood  tree. 

In  the  sombre  voiceless  watches 

Of  darkness  and  repose. 
When  my  tired  limbs  are  aching, 

And  my  weary  eyelids  close, 
Then  away  in  airy  dreamland, 

'Xeath  brightest  skies,  I  see 
Those  happy  bygone  days. 
O'er  which  my  memory  strays, 
AVhen  we  sung  our  merry  lays 

'Xeath  the  greenwood  tree. 

In  the  city's  noise  and  bustle. 

In  its  never-ceasing  strife. 
For  my  daily  bread  I  wrestle 

In  this  battle-field  of  life ; 
Yet  'mid  all  its  toil  and  turmoil 

My  fancy  oft  would  flee 
Away  to  bygone  days, 
O'er  which  my  memory  strays, 
AA  hen  we  sung  our  merry  lays 

'Xeath  the  greenwood  tree. 
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'Mid  the  pleasuie-seekiiig  party 

And  liiippy  festal  throng, 
I  have  watch'd  the  whirling  dancei-s 

Or  listcn'd  to  the  song  : 
Yet  oft  there  came  this  feeling 

'Mid  all  such  revelry, 
A  longing  for  the  days, 
O'er  which  my  memory  strays, 
AMien  we  sung  our  merry  lays 

'Neath  the  greenwood  tree. 


Far  from  home  and  friends  residing, 

Tho'  enchanting  be  the  scene. 
It  cannot  this  sad  spiiit 

From  the  by-past  moments  wean  ; 
For  they  only  keep  reminding 

Of  those  scenes,  where  fain  I  'd  be. 
And  those  cloudless  bygone  days, 
O'er  which  my  memory  strays, 
AVhen  we  sung  our  merry  lays 

'Neath  the  jircenwood  tree. 


When  I  seek  to  read  the  future 

By  the  cheering  hope-lit  beams 
Of  that  blissful  time  that 's  coming 

Foretold  in  poets'  dreams, 
Then  1  cannot  help  recalling 

Those  times  so  gay  and  free, 
AVhen  in  the  l)ygonc  days. 
O'er  wliich  my  memory  strays, 
Wc  sung  our  merry  lays 

'Neath  the  greenwood  tree. 

But  however  bright  the  present, 

However  full  my  joy, 
I  have  not  that  airy  buoyancy 

Of  the  careless  laughing  boy; 
My  happiness  is  fleeting, 

And  like  that  bursting  glee 
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Of  those  sunny  bygone  days, 
O'er  which  my  memory  strays, 
When  we  sung  our  merry  lays 
'Neath  the  greenwood  tree. 


Now,  as  alone  I  ponder 

Upon  that  sunny  past. 
There 's  a  bright  unclouded  picture 

On  fancy's  vision  cast ; 
In  such  mj*  happiest  moments, 

With  throbbing  heart,  I  see 
Those  scenes  of  bygone  days. 
O'er  which  my  memory  strays. 
When  we  sung  our  merry  laj's 

'Neath  the  greenwood  tree. 


11. 
1f3aine  Sams, 

It '8  hanie,  an'  it's  hame,  hame  fain  wad  I  be, 
An"  it's  hame,  hame,  hame  to  my  ain  countrie." 

— Allan  Cunningham. 

"  O  !  let  us  ne'er  forget  our  hame, 
Auld  Scotland's  hills  and  cairns. 
And  let  us  a',  where'er  we  be, 

Aye  strive  to  be  guid  bairns. 
We  '11  ne'er  forget  that  glorious  land 

Where  Scott  and  Burns  sung— 
Their  sangs  are  printed  on  our  hearts — 
In  our  auld  mither  tongue." 

— Andrew  Wanless. 


II. 
HAME    SANGS. 

8T.  ANDREW'S  DAY. 

Come,  neebour  Scots,  ance  mair  forgather 

To  celebrate  wi'  ane  anither 

The  memories  o'  the  land  o'  heather, 

Tho'  far  away. 
An'  toast  oor  Patron's  name  together, — 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

Come,  lassies,  wi'  your  witchin'  smiles, 
Again  to  cheer  wi'  women's  wiles; 
Come,  labourers,  frae  your  cares  an'  toils, 

Ance  mair  be  gay. 
An'  share  the  jo,y  which  aye  beguiles 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

Here  mony  a  son  o'  Scotia's  hills, 

Forgettin'  a'  his  griefs  an'  ills, 

This  day  will  range  the  glens  an'  dells 

Far,  far  away  ; 
For  'tis  a  time  ilk  bosom  thrills, — 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

Nor  dae  we  meet  alane  to  think 
0  happy  times,  or  toasts  to  drink  ; 
A'  ye  wha  mourn  at  poortith's  brink 

Will  find  us  aye 
Prepared  to  honour  wi'  the  chink, 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 
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We  meet  to  talk  o"  what's  been  dune 
The  poor  frae  piiichin'  want  to  win, 
To  keep  the  wolf,  1)0  "t  ilebt  or  dun, 

Frac  's  door  away. 
Till  frae  his  heart  he  bless  our  ain 

8t.  Andrew's  Day. 

We  meet  to  wipe  the  widow's  tear, 
Wba  mourns  o'er  husband's  early  bier  ; 
Her  heart  to  liehten,  she  maun  share 

Oor  charity, 
Till  blessin'  a'  in  heartfelt  prayer, 

St.  Andrew's  I)ay. 

Or  she  oppressed  wi'  poverty, 

"Wha  laiig.s  her  frien's  ance  mair  to  see  : 

Make  glad,  when  we  can  set  her  free, 

Her  sea-bound  way. 
To  thank,  wlu'ii  hame  across  the  sea, 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

Or  they  wha  've  svtti'ered  poortith's  ills 
Amang  their  native  beather  hills, 
An'  come  amang  us  sturdy  chiel's 

To  push  their  way, 
^\'ill  ne'er  forget,  when  fortune  smiles, 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

There's  no'  a  day  in  a'  the  year 
We  greet  wi'  sic  a  hearty  cheer  ; 
For  Scotia's  sons  frae  far  an'  near 

Their  hearts  ol)ey, 
To  hauil  oor  I'atron  saint  aye  dear, 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

Frae  east  to  west,  baith  south  an'  north, 

In  ilka  corner  o'  the  earth, 

Will  Scotsmen  gie  in  joyous  mirth 

Their  feelin's  play. 
To  celebrate  oor  Patron's  birth, 

St.  Andrew's  Da  v. 
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An'  in  oor  ain  Douiiiiion  land, 
Frae  forest  wild  to  sea-girt  strand, 
.Scotsmen  will  meet,  a  mighty  band, 

Respect  to  pay, 
When  "chill  November"  brings  to  hand 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

Oor  wives  an'  dochters,  too,  maun  greet 
This  hallowed  time  wi'  honours  meet ; 
An'  bairnies,  too,  maun  hae  their  treat. 

An'  grannies  gray 
Tell  hoo  they  kept  langsyne  the  great 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

Then  let  us  hope  that  mony  a  year 
We  lang  may  meet  ilk  ither  here, 
Oor  jokes  to  crack,  oor  questions  spier, 

An',  blithe  an'  gay, 
To  welcome  wi'  a  joyous  cheer 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 

An'  in  this  land  for  years  to  come. 
While  burnies  rin,  an'  forests  bloom. 
When  hearts  are  sad  an'  pooches  toom. 

Let  nae  ane  say 
We  failed  to  free  frae  grief  an'  gloom 

St.  Andrew's  Day. 


THE  THISTLE. 

While  memory  backward  tracks  the  time 
Sin'  first  I  trod  a  foreign  clime. 
In  fancy  aft  the  hills  I  climb 

Where  waves  proud  Scotia's  thistle  ; 
B}'  knowe  an'  cairn,  by  mead  an'  moor, 
By  linn  an'  loch,  by  glen  an'  shore, 
My  childhood's  scenes  I  aft  explore 

'Mang  heather,  fern,  and  thistle. 
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Hoo  aft,  ill  Itoyluiods  siiiiiiy  days, 
I've  skelpit  l);irotit  oVt  the  braes. 
An'  little  cared  tlio'  heels  and  taes 

Were  tanglin'  \vi'  the  thistle  : 
Or  when  its  summer  1)loom  was  past. 
An'  downy  feathers  wayward  oast, 
I've  grieved  that  autumn's  thieving  blast 

Should  bare  the  bonnie  thistle. 

I  carena  for  your  garden  Howers, 
Sae  trim  an'  neat  in  ladies'  bowers  ; 
There's  ane  a1)oon  them  a'  that  towers, 

The  stalwart  bearded  thistle  : 
Noo  noddin'  to  the  surly  i)reeze, 
Noo  hid  beneath  the  hazel  trees, 
Noo  sunward  baskin'  where  the  bees 

Sip  honey  frae  the  thistle. 

The  Howers  may  languish  in  the  licld, 
When  simmer  days  nae  showers  ma}'  yield  ; 
It  needs  nae  plantiivs  shade  or  beild. 

The  hardy,  burly  thistle  : 
Tho'  shai'p  an'  keen  the  blasts  may  blaw, 
An'  ither  Howers  ma}'  fade  an'  fa'. 
It  rears  its  head  aboon  them  a', 

The  stuidy  bearded  thistle. 

The  sun  may  glint  wi'  a'  its  ])ower. 
An'  clouds  deny  the  fresh'ning  showei- : 
Tho'  dewdrops  at  the  gloamin'  hour 

IJt'gem  nae  blade  oi-  thistle. 
Still  nourished  by  its  native  earth, 
DeHantly  it  branches  forth, 
Tho'  bcndin'  'neath  the  biting  ni)rth, 

Still  l)ravely  wags  the  thistle. 

When  wuilike  hordes  cam'  owre  the  main, 
Wi'  hopes  o'  conquest  an'  (»'  gain, 
A  city's  shnnberers  wad  been  slain 
If 't  li;i(lii;t  been  the  tliistle. 
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While  barefit,  for  surprise  prepared, 
They  steal  upon  the  drowsy  guard, 
A  warnin'  cry  o'  pain  was  heard — 
Their  curses  on  the  thistle. 

An'  so  the  thistle  proved  to  be 
The  guardian  o'  oor  liberty  ; 
Then  wha  can  ever  doot  that  we 

Are  proud  o'  Scotia's  thistle  ? 
On  mountain  heights  it  rears  its  head, 
Proudly  an'  stern,  as  if  it  said, 
"For  Scotia's  cause  ye  ne'er  may  dread, 

Sae  lang's  ye  lo'e  the  thistle.'" 

Sae  when  we  see  its  sturdy  form. 
Aft  bent  an'  toss'd  before  the  storm, 
Oor  hearts  to  Scotia's  heroes  warm, 

Sae  like  their  native  thistle  : 
Tho'  aft  assailed  by  war's  rude  blast. 
When  broadside  Mars'  red  bolts  were  cast, 
They  cam'  triumphant  forth  at  last, 

Unconquered,  like  the  thistle. 

What  tho'  oor  hardy  mountaineer 
May  rough  and  rugged  still  appear 
To  pamper'd  fools  Avha  scoff  an'  sneer 

At  ScQftia's  cherish'd  thistle  ! 
Tho'  hearts  that  beat  'neath  silken  gown 
AVere  saft  as  fleece  or  thistledoon. 
Still  warm  as  breath  o'  balmy  June 

Are  hearts  that  lo'e  the  thistle. 

Here,  parted  frae  oor  sea-girt  hame 
Still  dotin'  on  auld  Scotia's  name, 
Oor  hearts  leap  up  wi'  boundin'  flame 

At  mention  o'  the  thistle. 
Her  name,  her  fame  to  us  are  dear, 
Undimm'd  by  wealth  an'  fortune  here  ; 
We  '11  teach  oor  children  to  revere 

The  land  where  wags  the  thistle. 
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At  times  my  lieaiL  in  uiicii  fain 

To  cross  aiice  mail-  the  trackless  main 

An'  roam  1113'^  native  hills  a<,Min, 

Where  lionnie  blooms  the  thistle, 
If  hut  a  Ljlint  'twere  mine  to  see, 
Ere  death's  cauld  hand  had  closed  my  e'e. 
That  my  last  restin'  place  might  be 

Beneath  the  waving  thistle. 


IT'S  HARD    TO  LKAVH  THE  HAME. 

It  's  hard  to  leave  the  hame 

Where  sae  mony  years  we  've  been, 
It's  hard  to  leave  auld  friens, 

An'  the  pairtin'  grief  is  keen  ; 
Tho'  the  prospects  may  be  bricht. 

An'  the  fricn's  we  meet  are  dear. 
We  '11  miss  the  kindly  hearts 
We  kenn'd  for  mony  a  year. 
It 's  hard  to  leave  the  hame 

Where  Ave  've  sae  happy  been. 
An'  wander  far  awa' 

Frae  the  auld  hame  on  the  Green. 

The  thochts  o'  ither  scenes 

May  lure  us  for  awhile  ; 
An'  tho'  to  them  we  meet 

We  Avear  a  happy  smile, 
Deep  down  within  our  hearts 

A  wae  that  rankles  keen. 
When  fareweels  maun  be  said 

To  the  auld  hame  on  the  Green. 
It 's  hard  to  leave  the  hame,  etc. 

We  visit  each  dear  spot 

When  pairtin'  time  draws  nigh, 

An'  each  familiar  nook 

We  leave  Avi'  mony  a  sigh  ; 
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When  friendship's  ties  are  rent, 

An'  last  fareweels  are  said, 
The  sunshine  o'  our  life 

Seems  then  for  ever  fled. 

It 's  hard  to  leave  the  hame,  etc. 

But  distance  ne'er  can  keep 

Our  thochts  frae  lingerin'  here, 
Xor  time  efface  the  bonds 

That  made  each  scene  sae  dear ; 
An'  tho'  we  ne'er  return 

To  view  that  hallowed  spot, 
The  frien's  we  leave  behind 

Will  never  be  forgot. 

It 's  hard  to  leave  the  hame,  etc. 


I  LOVE  TO  DREAM  OF  HOME. 

I  LOVE  to  dream  of  home, 

Of  kind  friends  far  away, 
'Tis  then  sweet  mem'ries  come. 
Like  morning's  cheering  ray, 
Which  from  my  drooping  heart 

Dispel  all  care  and  gloom. 
And  soothin'  joys  impart; 
Oh  !  happy  dreams  of  home. 
Oh  !  ha^Dp}^  dreams  of  home. 

Around  my  pillow  come, 
And  tell  me  of  the  loAdng  ones 
Who  think  of  me  at  home. 

I  love  to  dream  of  home, 

In  fancy's  pleasing  reign. 
With  loving  friends  to  roam, 

And  share  their  joys  again  ; 
Or  sport  in  boyish  glee 

By  mead  and  sylvan  scene, 
As  oft  in  days  when  we 

Roamed  o'er  the  village  Green. 
Oh  !  happy  dreams  of  home,  etc 
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I  love  to  droivm  of  homo. 

Sweet  liomc, — oh  I  happy  theme 
When  morning  dawn  is  eome. 

To  tell  me  'twas  a  dieam  ; 
I  often  wish  'twas  more. 

That  I  indeed  were  there. 
Within  that  cottage  door. 

Their  happiness  to  share. 

Oh  I  happy  dreams  of  home,  etc. 

I  love  to  dream  of  home, 

And  though  1  never  meet 
Those  friends  of  youth,  or  roam 

Those  scenes  so  fair  and  sweet ; 
Yet,  till  my  dying  day, 

Whatever  sorrows  come, 
Till  memory's  decay 

I'll  love  to  dream  of  home. 

Oh  !  happy  dreams  of  home,  etc. 


HAME  SICK. 

I'iM  wearin'  doon  the  hill  o'  life,  an'  sune  maun  reach  the  fit 

\Vi'  feeble  step  I  toddle  roun',  or  by  the  ingle  sit : 

While  in  sweet  dreams  o'  langsyne  days  the  time  slips  .saft- 

ly  by. 
For  my  heart's  awa'  across  the  sea,  "mang  scenes  o'  infancy; 
An'  tho'  for  mony  years  I've  been  a  wanderer  frac  her  shores, 
Wi'  stronger  love  as  death  draws  neai;,  I  lo'e  her  glens  an' 

moors, 
An'  my  heart  is  often  hame-sick  for  ae  look  owre  fell  an 

fiood, 
Or  a  breath  o'  Scotland's  mountain  air  that  fires  the  patriot's 

blood. 

Just  five  an'  fifty  years  gane  by  sin'  I  left  hame  an'  frien's; 

A  sonsy,  brawny  chiel'  1  was,  tho'  only  in  my  teens  : 

I'd  listened  tales,  an'  conned  owre  Uuiks  which  fanned  the 

youthfn'  Hame, 
To  see  the  wide  warld  for  mysel'  an'  seek  a  foreign  hame  ; 
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An'  sin'  that  day  owre  mony  lands  ni}'  Aveary  steps  1  've 

traced, 
Yet   still   the  love  o'  childhood's  scenes  has  never  been 

effaced, 
But  stronger  grown ;  wi'  failin'  j^ears  my  ae  desire  has  been 
To  see  the  hame  I  left  langsyne  ere  death  has  closed  my  een. 

The  snaws  o"  age  hae  frosted  owre  my  haftets  thin  an'  bare, 
An'  my  een  grow  dim  an'  feeble  as  the  gloamin  "s  dra^vin' 

near  : 
But  my  soul  on  wings  o'  fancy  seems  to  break  its  bands  o' 

clay, 
An'  to  revel  in  the  dreamland  o"  the  auld  hame  far  away ; 
An'  bonnie  are  the  visions  that  licht  my  soul  at  times, 
Far   grander   than    the   boasted    scenes    o'  myrtle-scented 

climes  : 
They're  the  scenes  o'  childhood's  cloudless  years,  my  native 

banks  an'  braes. 
Where  I  roved,  a  fair-haired  laddie,  wi'  the  frien's  o'  ither 

days. 

In  fancy's  e'e  I'm  ance  again  a  laddie  'mang  the  lave, 

An'  climb   the   mist-clad  mountains   where  the   ferns   an' 

heather  wave  : 
Or  listen  to  the  music  o'  the  bonnie  wimplin'  burns, 
Or  the  sough  o'  simmer  breezes  amang  the  mossy  cairns : 
'Mang  a'  the  favourite  neuks  we  kenn'd,  by  meadow,  hill 

an'  glen, 
Wi'  lichtsome  heart,  an'  boundin'  step,  I  rove  them  ance 

again. 
Or  wi'  a  fond  expectant  heart  I  seek  the  trystin'  tree 
Where  first  I  met  my  life's  ae  love,  now  lost  to  earth  an'  me. 

Deep  in  my  heart's  most  inward  neuk  wi'  miser  care  I  prize 

Auld   Scotland's    hallowed   scenes   where    famed    historic 
memories  rise, — 

Her   battlefields — dear   cherished    spots — where  our   fore- 
fathers bled. 

Victorious  owre  their  countrv's  foes,  bv  Bruce  an'  Wallace 
led,— 
10 
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Or  the  lonely,  wild,  nunnnlic  spots,  by  mouiituiii,  i;leii  or  hill, 
AVheri'  the  Covcnaiitt'r.s  worshipp'd  wi'  Pedeii  an'  Cari^ili, — 
Or  waukenin"  sadder  memories — by  mony  a  lane  hill-side, 
The  moss-clad  eairns  which  mark  the  spot  where  Scotland's 
martyrs  died. 

A\'hilo  croonin'  owro  some  auld  Scotch  sang,  some  lilt  o' 

happier  days, 
I  seem  to  be  among  the  scenes  where  Burns  ance  tuned  his 

hiys — 
Those  deathless  sangs  which  find  a  chord  in  ilka  Scotch- 
man's briest, 
A\'hene'er  wi'  joy  elated,  or  e'er  wi'  grief  oppressd  ; 
Or  I  wander,  sad  and  pensive,  Ijy  mony  a  grove  an'  rill. 
The  scenes  o'  plaintive  melody — the  haunts  o'  Tannahill, — 
Or  hy  the  baidcs  o'  bonnie  Tweed,  wi'  pilgrim  steps,  I  hie, 
"Where  sang   the   Border  Minstrel,  Scott, — high  priest  o' 
chivalry. 

At  times  I'm  dow  an'  dreary,  an'  the  tear-drap  dims  my  e'e, 
Wi'  the  thocht  that  this,  my  last  desire,  may  be  denied  to 

me  : 
Gin  sic  the  will  o'  heaven  be,  I  'II  humbly  bow  my  heid. 
Contented,  in  a  foreign  land,  to  lay  me  wi'  the  deid  ; 
But  Avhile  I  'm  to  the  fore,  I  11  ne'er  forget  the  langsyne  days, 
When  I  roamed  amang  the  heather,  or  speeled  the  gowany 

braes  : 
Nor  cease  to  hae  a  Scotchmans  pride  in  ilka  honoured  name, 
That  frae  the  path  o'  puirtith  rose  to  win  a  lastin'  fame. 

My  weary  life  has  been  as  fu'  o'  crosses  as  my  plaid, 

An"  welcome  will  l)e  rest  at  last  when  "mang  the  mools  I  'm 

laid  ; 
But  oh  !  gin  I  could  hae  my  wish,  how  pcacefu'  could  I  die  I 
Tho'  there  were  nane  to  drap  a  tear,  or  heave  a  sigh  for  me; 
Vov  I  think  I  'd  sleep  sae  sweetly  wi'  the  heather  owre  my 

heid, 
.\n'  the  Ijluebells  droopin'  lowly  as  if  to  iiiuuin  me  deid, 
Could  my  last  desire  be  gi-anted  ere  the  thread  o"  life  is 

riven  ; 
Vov  ae  sicht  o'  l)onnic  Scotland  were  like  a  glint  o'  heaven. 
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MY  BOYHOOD'S  HAME. 

My  boyhood's  hame,  how  dear  to  me  1 

My  heart  enshrines  each  sacred  scene  ; 
Ance  mair  I  see  the  hawthorn  tree, 

Ance  mair  I  roam  the  village  green  : 
An'  dear  companions  roun'  me  play 
As  happy  as  in  the  days  o'  yore, 
An'  auld  frien's  noo  beneath  the  clay, 
I  see  beside  the  cottage  door. 

]\Iy  boyhoods  hame,  my  boyhoods  hame, 

Oh  I  a'  its  scenes  are  dear  to  me  ; 
Where  er  my  lot,  to  that  dear  spot 
^ly  fancy  Avanders  o'er  the  sea. 

I  conjure  up  the  hallowed  scenes, 

Bricht  wi'  the  sunshine  o'  youth's  prime, 
I  converse  wi'  the  langsyne  frien's, 

Still  young  to  me  tho'  scaured  wi'  time. 
We  roam  ance  mair  the  whinny  knowes. 

We  speel  ance  mair  the  gowany  braes, 
Wi'  ne'er  a  care  to  cloud  oor  brows. 

Or  storm  to  mar  oor  sunny  days. 
My  boyhood's  hame,  etc. 

What 's  a'  the  gear  that  years  hae  brocht  I 

Or  a'  the  honours  we  hae  won  1 
Can  they  bestow  the  cheery  thocht 

When  doon  life's  brae  oor  course  has  run  ? 
Xa,  na  :  we  willingly  wad  gie 

Oor  hoarded  pelf,  or  hard  Avon  prize, 
Oor  boyhood's  hame  ance  mair  to  see, 

An'  feel  again  youth's  cloudless  joys. 
Mv  bovhood's  hame,  etc. 


.AIY  HAME  ACROSS  THE  SEA. 

I  'vE  heard  you  speak  o'  sunny  lands 
An'  far-aff  Southern  bowers, 

I  've  heard  you  sing  in  loyal  strains 
"  This  Canada  of  ours  "  ; 
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But  there's  a  land  'boon  a'  the  Live 

That's  dearer  far  to  rae, 
Scene  o'  my  happy  childhood's  hours, 

My  hame  across  the  sea. 

Tho'  laug  an'  mony  a  day  since  I 

Bade  hame  an'  frien's  fareweel, 
Yet  aften  dearest  memories 

Will  fondly  o'er  me  steal ; 
An'  hring  me  back  the  loved  o'  youth, 

The  happy  an'  the  free, 
Wha  aft  my  joys  an'  sorrows  shared 

In  my  hame  across  the  sea. 

I  canna  stop  the  tear  that  fa's 

When  thiidvin'  o'  the  past, 
An'  youth's  dear  frien's  noo  scattered  wide 

Like  leaves  in  winters  lihist ; 
Or  they  wha  sleep  their  laiii,^  last  rest 

Beneath  some  kirkyard  tree. 
Yet  link  my  heart  still  closer  to 

My  hame  across  the  sea. 

Tho'  here  I  've  found  a  happy  hame, 

An'  frien's  baith  leal  an'  true. 
Yet  noo  when  wearin'  docii  thi'  hill. 

An'  sune  maun  bid  adieu 
To  a'  I  dearly  lo'e  on  earth. 

My  only  wish  would  be. 
To  rest  beneath  my  native  sod 

In  niv  hame  across  the  sea. 


FAR  FKAK  IIAMH. 

Fau  awa'  in  mony  lands, 

Frien's  we  kenn'd  in  l)ygaiie  days, 
Hameward  turn  to  happier  times 

Spent  amang  their  native  braes  : 
A'  the  pleasures  life  may  bring. 

Be  it  honour,  wealth,  or  fame, 
Caiuia  till  the  void  they  feel 

111  tlicii'  hearts  wlvii  far  frae  hame. 
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Chorus — Far  frae  hame  the  dear  anes  wander 
In  bright  lands  across  the  faem, 
And  our  thochts  are  wi'  them  ever. 
Dearer  noo  when  far  frae  hame. 

Think  they  o'  the  humble  cot, 

]\Ieadows  where  as  bairns  they  jDlayed, 
Flowery  glens,  and  wimplin'  burns, 

Muirland  hills  Avi'  heather  clad  ; 
Pictured  in  their  fancy's  e'e 

A'  thing  just  remains  the  same, 
Only  that  these  scenes  sae  dear 

Grow  still  dearer  far  frae  hame. 

Scotia's  sons,  wherever  met. 

Love  to  ponder  owre  the  past, 
And  reca'  the  sunny  days 

When  nae  cloud  o'  care  owrecast ; 
A'  was  sweet  contentment  then, 

Present  joys  compared  are  tame. 
Even  the  dreams  o'  bygane  days 

Bring  them  comfort  far  frae  hame. 

Can  Ave  Avonder  wlien  they  meet, 

Auld-time  thochts  come  back  sae  clear, 
Memories  o'  the  youthfu'  days 

Spent  'mid  scenes  for  aye  held  dear  ! 
Hazel  boAver,  an'  floAvery  nook, 

Lichted  aa^'  their  loA^e's  first  flame, 
Fancy  pictures  bonnier  still, 

Noo  Avhen  pairted  far  frae  hame. 

SANGS   0'   HAME. 

Far  frae  the  land  I  lo'e  sae  Aveel, 

Across  the  ocean's  faem, 
A  soothin'  sense  o'  joy  I  feel 

At  pictured  scenes  o'  hame; 
The  halloAved  spots  where  martyrs  fell, 

For  freedom  and  for  right, 
Tlie  ruined  toAvers  that  yet  can  tell 

0'  monv  a  gallant  fight. 
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Then  sing  to  me  the  saiigs  o'  hanic 
That  tell  auld  Scotland's  story, 

0'  gleamin'  blades,  in  P5order  raids, 
For  country,  hamc,  and  glor}'. 

Noo  wanderin'  on  a  foreign  strand, 

j\Iy  heart  turns  back  wi'  pride 
To  hours  spent  in  that  dear  hanicland 

By  glen  or  burnie  side  ; 
Or  by  the  ingle  gathered  aft. 

Wi'  kindly  hearts  we  'd  meet. 
An'  lilt  wi'  glee,  whiles  loud  or  saft. 
Auld  Scotia's  sangs  sae  sweet. 

Then  sing  to  me  the  sangs  o'  hame 

That  mak'  my  auld  oen  glisten, 
0'  gloamin'  hours  by  hazel  bowers, 
M'here  wooers  held  their  trystin'. 

I  like  to  hear  the  dear  auld  lays 

0'  Tannahill  or  Burns  ; 
They  bring  me  back  my  youthfu'  days — 

I  laugb  an'  cry  by  turns. 
While  dear  young  voices  round  nic  ring, 

I  l)less  them  ane  an'  a', 
For  memories  wauken  as  they  sing 
0'  days  lang,  lang  awa'. 

Then  sing  to  me  the  sangs  o'  hame. 

0'  them  I  never  weaiy  ; 
They  gild  the  page  o'  toil-worn  age. 
An'  mak'  my  life  mair  cheery. 
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Whkiik  burnies  wimple  doon  the  howes, 

'Mid  banks  o'  wavin'  fern. 
An'  heather  glints  on  benty  knowes 

Where'er  tlie  e'e  can  turn  : 
Where  'boon  the  scaurs  the  heather-bells 

Hing  noddin'  to  the  rills, 
I  see  again  in  fancy's  spells 

Mv  hame  amang  the  hills. 
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'Mid  foreign  scenes  my  lot  is  cast, 

Far,  far  frae  hame  an'  frien's, 
Yet  memory  aft  reca's  the  past 

Wi'  youth's  unclouded  scenes  ; 
Wi'  joys  renewed  my  heart  beats  free, 

An'  sorrow's  gloom  dispels, 
As  ance  again  in  dreams  I  see 

My  hame  amang  the  hills. 

Let  ithers  seek  their  joys  in  gear, 

It  canna  fill  the  heart ; 
Or  Fortune  sketch  a  grand  career 

An'  dootfu'  joys  impart ; 
I'd  part  wi'  a'  to  feel  again 

My  boyhood's  pure  heart-thrills. 
An'  see  ance  mair  across  the  main 

My  hame  amang  the  hills. 


MY  HEART  IS  HAME  IN  SCOTLAND. 

My  heart  is  hame  in  Scotland, 

My  heart  it  isna  here  ; 
Tho'  skies  are  fair,  an'  flowers  are  rare. 

An'  nature  smiles  to  cheer. 
This  land  is  no'  my  ain  land. 
Whatever  charms  it  hae  ; 
There 's  naething  here  sae  hamely  dear 
As  the  auld  land  far  away. 

My  heart  is  hame  in  Scotland, 

Beside  its  wimplin'  rills, 

In  dear  auld  bonnie  Scotland, 

Amang  her  heather  hills. 

I  've  kind  frien's  here  in  plenty, 

I  've  mair  than  I  can  name  ; 
I  'm  free  frae  care,  I  've  wealth  to  spare, 

I  hae  a  cheerfu'  hame  ; 
An'  yet  I  'm  aften  yearnin' 

To  cross  the  surgin'  main, 
Wi'  pleasure  rare  to  tread  ance  mair 

Mv  native  hills  again. 
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My  heart  is  hame  in  Scotlaiul, 

An'  I  'II  ne'er  be  content 
Till  ance  mair  I  am  roaniin' 

A\'here  youth's  bricht  days  were  spent. 

Oh  !  could  my  prayer  l)e  granted, 

I  'd  lea'  this  land  behind, 
An'  a'  that's  here,  for  scenes  mair  dear, 

Wi'  childhood's  days  entwined  ; 
The  very  thocht  is  cheeiin', 

Tho'  faint  the  hope  may  be. 
But  I  will  piay,  that  come  what  may, 
I  '11  see  "t  before  I  die. 

My  heart  is  hame  in  Scotland. 

Beside  her  gowany  ])racs, 
An'  there  in  dear  auld  Scotland 
I  'd  peacefu'  end  my  days. 


SCOTIA'S    SANGS. 
Aft  I  think  on  bygane  days, 

When  my  heart  was  blithe  an'  gay ; 
When  I  joined  the  canty  thrang 

In  the  auld  hame  far  away. 
Noo  I  'm  gettin'  aidd  an'  stiff, 
Canna  join  the  merry  Hing  ; 
A'  the  better  I  enjoy 

Hearin'  sweet  young  voices  sing 

"Scots  wha'hue"  or  "Afton  Water," 
"  Banks  o'  ]  )oon  "  or  "  Craigielea"  : 
A\'hen  1  heai'  them  lilted  sweetly, 
Childhood's  days  come  back  to  me. 

Mony  a  time  when  care  an'  dool 

Fling  thoir  siiadow  owre  the  heart, 
A'  the  cheery  sunshine  gano, 

A'  the  simmer  frien's  dp])art, 
Daik  an'  dreary  seems  the  gate 

We  maun  be  resigned  to  gang  ; 
But  the  sunshine  a'  comes  back 

When  we  hear  a  canty  sans. 
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"Duncan  Gray"  or  "Kate  Daliymple.'" 
"Tibbie  Fowler  o'  the  glen"  :" 

Auld-time  lilts  sae  clear  to  boyhood, 
Mak'  me  think  I  'm  young  again. 

Can  we  Avonder  Scotia's  sons, 

Wha  hae  wandered  owre  the  faem, 
Like  to  hear  their  mither  tongue, 

Or  the  cherished  sangs  o'  hame  1 
Aft  I  've  seen  the  exile's  joy, 

When  some  word  or  note  was  heard, 
Movin'  him  to  smiles  or  tears, 
As  his  soul  the  music  stirred. 

"Scotland  yet"  or  "Dainty  Davie," 

"  Lassie,  lay  thy  loof  in  mine," 
Banish  a'  the  present  sorrows 
In  the  joys  o'  "  Auld  Langsyne.'" 


WHERE  THE  HEATHER  LS  IN  BLOOM. 

When  the  summer  sun  is  shining 

Sweetly  over  land  and  sea. 
Then  my  heart,  for  Scotland  pining. 

Longs  for  mountain,  mead,  and  lea. 
Far  my  ardent  feet  would  wander 

From  the  city's  strife  and  gloom, 
AVhere  the  crystal  streams  meander 

And  the  heather  is  in  bloom. 

Chorus — Sweetly  blooming,  breeze  perfuming, 

Wood  notes  Avild,  from  brier  and  broom. 
Sunlight  glancing,  streamlets  dancing. 
Where  the  heather  is  in  bloom. 

Far  in  distant  lands,  the  wand'rer 

Backward  looks  across  the  foam. 
For  the  fairest  scenes  of  grandeur 

Cannot  dim  his  love  of  home. 
Proudly  he  will  tell  the  story 

To  the  children  at  his  knee. 
Of  his  country's  pride  and  glory, 

Of  her  strucrsjles  to  be  free. — Chorus. 
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Deep  witliiii  my  Idt.som  (hvelliiig 

Is  the  love  of  cliildliood'.s  scenes, 
And  my  heait  with  lajjtiirc  swelling; 

Beats  responsive  to  the  strains 
Of  the  love  songs  true  and  tender, 

Treasured  in  my  memory's  store  ; 
Then,  in  fancy  oft  I  wander 

Ovr  the  heath-clad  hills  once  more. — Clitin 


ANCE  MAIK  AMANG  THE  HEATH KK. 

Anck  mair  amang  the  heather 

Fain  wad  I  like  to  be, 
Awa'  frae  a'  the  city's  din, 

Its  vice  an'  misery  ; 
To  where  the  frcsh'nin'  breezes  bhnv. 

Where  flow  the  limpid  streams. 
That  thro'  the  Minter s  gloomy  hours 

I  've  visited  in  dreams. 

Ance  mair  amang  the  heather, 

A'  carkin'  cares  forgot, 
I'd  sing  as  blithe 's  the  woodland  birds. 

An'  just  sic  hamely  note  ; 
Nae  foreign  lilts  could  charm  me  there 

Like  Scotia's  .sangs  .sae  dear, 
Or  Nature's  music,  wafted  on 

To  please  the  listenin'  ear. 

Alice  mail'  amang  the  heather 

I  (1  wander  withoot  aim, 
A\'herever  fancy  led  me  on, 

For  theie  1  'd  be  at  hame  : 
The  bluel>ells  noddin'  'mang  my  feet. 

The  lirackens  on  the  braes, 
By  moorland  glens  where  in  oor  youth 

We  gathered  nuts  an'  slaes. 

Ance  mair  amang  the  heather, 

I  'd  seek  nae  happier  state, 
Nor  wad  I  envy  rich  or  hie. 

The  titled  or  the  great ; 
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I  'd  lea'  a'  warldly  thochts  aside, 

An'  wi'  contentment  see 
Nae  object  but  the  fleecy  clouds 

Between  heaven's  blue  an'  me. 


I  MUST  COME  BACK. 

Far  though  I  Avander  away  from  the  spot 

Dear  to  my  heart  as  the  home  of  my  youth, 
Not  one  dear  nook  have  I  ever  forgot, 

Xor  friends  who  once  plighted  their  honour  and  truth: 
And  though  those  dear  ones  have  wandered  afar, 

Or  lie  calm  at  rest  near  the  sweet  hallowed  scene, 
jNIy  heart  fondly  yearns  for  the  dear  home  once  more. 
And  I  must  come  back  to  the  old  village  green. 
It  does  my  heart  good,  as  the  years  go  by. 
To  visit  the  spot  I  loved  as  a  boy ; 
Sunshine  once  more  lights  up  the  fair  scene 
Of  the  dear  old  village  green. 

Fortune  has  favoured,  and  fortune  has  frowned  ; 

Sadness  and  joy  have  been  mine  in  the  past ; 
Sometimes  my  lot  with  prosperity  crowned. 

Or  again  Avith  the  dark  clouds  of  failure  o'ercast ; 
But  through  it  all  has  my  heart,  ever  true. 

Clung  to  the  memories  that  welcomely  come, 
Bringing  me  only  life's  rosiest  hue, 

As  backward  I  turn  to  the  dear  old  home. 
So,  SAveetly  again  let  me  taste  of  the  joy 
That  gilded  my  life  when  an  innocent  boy  ; 
"With  light  step  again  I  would  willingly  roam 
By  the  dear  old  cottage  home. 

Let  me  forget  all  the  sorroAv  and  tears 

That  well  might  have  blighted  my  heart  once  so  gay.. 
If  it  were  not  the  glamour  of  youth"s  sunny  years 

That  still  can  dispel  the  dark  shadows  away ; 
Let  me  drive  back  all  the  falsehood  and  shame 

That  over  life's  pathway  stern  destiny  wove; 
To  feel  once  again  friendship  more  than  a  name, 

I  must  come  back  to  old  friends  that  I  love. 
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Then,  let  me  meet  with  the  friends  I  once  knew, 
Faithful  and  loving,  kind-hearted  and  true  : 
Nor  will  I  seek  from  that  haven  to  rove. 
From  the  dear  old  friends  I  love. 

W  F  HAE  BEEN  LANG  ACQUENT : 

Oh  I  sad  's  the  pairtin'  ony  day 

When  frien's  maun  say  fareweel, 
Maybe  to  meet  nae  mair,  wha  kens, 

As  time  rows  aff  the  reel. 
An'  sadder  still  gin  pairtin's  come 

When  they  've  ilk  ither  kent 
Sin'  they  were  bairns,  an'  can  vvi'  pride 

Say,  we  've  been  lang  acquent. 

When  far  frae  hame  in  ither  lands 

My  heart  wad  hameward  turn, 
While  fancy  wad  reca'  ilk  scene, 

U'  gowan,  brae,  oi'  burn  ; 
An'  when  a  frien'ly  letter  came. 

By  some  auld  cronie  sent. 
The  tears  wad  fa'  as  tho  ts  reca' 

That  we'd  l)een  lang  acquent. 

When  sinuner  comes  wi'  siiiilin"  scenes 

( )'  bloomin'  hill  an'  glen, 
1  in  fain  to  seek  auld  Scotia's  shores. 

An'  wander  there  again  ; 
An'  when  lang-pairted  frien's  we  meet, 

Wha's  lives  afar  are  spent, 
We  grasp  the  kindly  han',  an'  say, 

We  hae  been  lang  acquent. 

An'  noo,  when  time  has  left  its  mark. 

An'  we  've  owrc-tapped  the  brae, 
The  dear  auld  frien's  we  lo'ed  sae  weel 

Are  slippin'  fast  away  : 
An'  as  the  saut  tears  tricklin'  fa' 

Owre  heart-ties  rudely  rent, 
Our  grief  is  deeper  at  the  thocht 

That  we've  l)een  lang  ar(|uent. 
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HOME  OF  YOUTH,  I  LEAVE  THEE. 

Home  of  youth,  I  leave  thee, 

To  Avander  far  away  ; 
And,  though  sad  to  say  farewell 
To  each  stream  and  flowery  dell, 
I  cannot  stay. 

No  !  though  starts  the  bitter  tears, 

Still  I  must  depart ; 
And  those  scenes  so  fair  and  glad, 
With  emotions  strange  and  sad 
Fill  my  heart. 

I  must  leave  you,  friends  of  youth. 

Though  we  've  sported  oft  together. 
And  have  ever  happy  been. 
By  the  mead  or  moorland  scene, 
'Mid  the  heather. 

Father,  mother,  all,  good-bye  ! 

Loved  of  home,  where'er  I  be. 
Look  upon  my  vacant  chair, 
Think  of  him  Avho  once  sat  there — 
Pray  for  me. 

Thus  checr'd  on  in  life's  rough  way, 

Never  shall  I  once  repine  ; 
Though  misfortune's  clouds  surround  me, 
Though  the  darts  of  sorrow  wound  me, 
Hope  is  mine. 

On  I'll  wander,  hoping  ever. 

Seeking  help  from  God  above ; 
He  will  hear  my  humble  prayer. 
He  will  be  my  guide  where'er 
I  may  rove. 

Home  of  youth,  I  leave  thee  ! 

Now  each  shady  dell. 
Purling  streamlets,  flowery  dales. 
Hazel  bowers,  and  winding  vales, 
All,  farewell ! 
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WK  WKIJK  A-  BUOl'lIT  11'    TOt^KTHEK. 

M\  iiuld  t'lifii"  Dick,  aiicc  mair  wc  lacet : 

I  tin'  ye  just  the  same, 
Tho'  I  hue  roved  'iieath  foreign  skies 

An'  ye  've  been  here  at  hame  ; 
We  've  had  oor  share  o'  ups  an'  doons, 

Like  them  that 's  gane  before, 
But  still  I  tin'  youi-  heart  is  true, 
As  in  the  days  of  yore. 

An'  as  we  meet,  an'  kindly  greet, 
When  social  frien's  foregather. 
Ye  turn  aside,  an'  say  wi'  pride, 
"  We  were  a'  brocht  up  together." 

My  childhood's  days  come  Ijack  again, 

An'  mem'ry  fondly  dwells 
On  days  gane  bye,  Avhen  you  and  I 

Roamed  thro'  the  bosky  dells  ; 
Or,  aulder  grown,  wi'  lassies  baith, 

Oot  owrc  the  Staney-muir, 
We  wandered  at  the  gloamin'  hour 
Wi'  hearts  devoid  o'  care. 

Then  we'll  renew  oor  fricn'sliip  true. 

Just  like  a  lang-lost  brither  ; 
An'  i)ledge  the  glass  to  ilk  ane's  lass, 
"  W(>  wei'c  a'  brocht  uj)  together." 

Whate'er  tlie  future  has  in  store 

For  either  you  or  me. 
We'll  cherish  still  the  guileless  hours, 

When  life  was  fair  and  free. 
Whatever  cares  the  days  may  biing 

^\'e  '11  cast  ahint  oor  backs, 
An'  lilt  again  the  auld  refrain. 
When  owre  our  social  cracks. 

Ilk  joy  an'  care  we  '11  freely  .share. 

An'  pledge  to  ane  anithcr, 
That  trust  and  faith  may  bind  us  baith, 
"We  wei-c  a"  broclit  up  together." 
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WE  WERE  CRONIES  AT  THE  SCHULE. 

[dedicated   to    MR   GEORGE   ELDER,    GLASGOW.] 

My  guid  auld  frien',  ance  mair  we  meet 

An'  kindly  greet  ilk  ithcr, 
Tho'  mony  years  hae  passed  sin'  we 

Roamed  o'er  these  scenes  together ; 
Your  locks  are  getting  thin  like  mine, 

Your  step  is  no'  sae  jaunty. 
But  still  I  ken  your  heart 's  as  warm, 
Your  nature  blithe  an'  canty  : 

An'  tho'  we  've  had  oor  ups  an'  doons, 

Oor  share  o'  care  an'  dool, 
In  frien'ship  fast,  we  in  the  past 
Were  cronies  at  the  schule. 

Oh  !  dae  ye  mind  o'  boyhood's  days. 

We  wandered  oot  to  gather 
The  brier  an'  bluebell  frae  the  lane. 

The  rowan  red,  an'  heather  1 
What  reivin'  splores  at  nestin'  time. 

By  whinny  knowe  an'  plantin' ; 
AVe  bore  oor  treasures  carefu'  hame, 

Like  kings  owre  conquests  vauntin'. 

Oh  !  dae  ye  mind  the  hours  we  roamed. 

When  Lounsdale's  trees  were  buddin', 
Or  joyous  sports  o'  winter's  days. 

The  green  where  we  went  skiddin'; 
An'  dae  ye  mind  the  schule  itsel'- — 

Oor  ink-bespattered  places ; 
The  laddies  wha  oor  lessons  shared, 

Or  swapped  oor  scones  an'  pieces  ? 

Noo  ilka  place  seems  changed  to  me, 

The  scenes  are  dull  and  dreary ; 
Or  is  it  in  oorselves  alane 

Oor  hearts  are  no'  sae  cheery  ? 
I  care  na,  when  we  meet  as  noo 

To  croon  owre  sang  an'  story, 
Sae  we  forget  the  darksome  years 

Wi'  a'  their  grief  or  glory. 
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All"  tho"  we've  had  oor  uj).s  uii'  (^l()ll^ 
Oor  share  o'  care  an'  dool, 

We  in  the  past,  in  frien'ship  fast, 
Were  cronies  at  the  schule. 


WHEN  THK  KETTLE'S  ON  THE  SWEK 

There  isna  sic  a  cheery  hour, 

In  a'  the  lee-lang  day, 
As  that,  when  at  the  gloaniin'  tidn, 

1  hameward  tak'  my  way  ; 
My  care  an'  toil  are  a'  forgot. 

When  'neath  my  cot  I  see 
A  warm  an'  cheery  ingle-side. 

An'  the  kettle  on  the  swee. 

I  like  to  see  the  dancin'  lowe, 

Wi'  mony  a  merry  blink, 
Licht  up  the  snaw- white  delfin  ware 

That  stands  upon  the  biiik  : 
When  at  the  shadows  on  the  wa' 

The  bairnies  laugh  wi'  glee, 
An'  dance  to  hear  the  kettle  sing 

That 's  hingin'  on  the  swee. 

Let  lordlings  seek  the  noisy  rout, 

Wi'  a'  its  grand  display  ; 
They  haeiia  half  the  (|uiet  joy 

That  honest  puir  folk  hae. 
Gie  me  a  cantie  hour  at  e'en 

Wi'  bairnies  on  my  knee, 
A  fond  guidwife,  a  clean  heaithstane, 

An'  the  kettle  on  the  swee. 

An'  when  the  bairnies  suy  their  prayers, 

An"  cuddle  "niaiig  the  claes. 
The  wife  an'  I  will  aften  sit 

An"  plan  for  comin"  days  ; 
Tho"  darklin'  thochts  will  come  at  times, 

Our  cares  an"  sorrows  Hee 
When  listenin'  to  the  cheery  sang 

0'  the  kettle  on  the  swee. 
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WHEN  THE  BAIRNIES  SAY  GUID^XICHT. 

My  hame  is  but  a  humble  cot, 

"Where  puirtith  aft  intrudes, 
An'  Fortune  froons  wi'  jaundiced  e'e 

When  in  her  fickle  moods  ; 
But  bless'd  wi'  lovin'  wife  an'  weans, 

My  worries  a'  tak'  ilicht 
When,  roun'  cor  cosy  neuk  at  e'en, 

The  bairnies  say  guid-nicht. 

My  toil  is  hard,  m}'  earnin's  sma', 

Tho'  stirrin'  late  an'  sune, 
Wi'  weary  tramps  owre  hill  an'  muir, 

AVhen  a'  the  dargs  are  dune  ; 
When  black  despair  weighs  doon  my  heart, 

An'  there 's  nae  blink  o'  licht, 
The  load  is  lifted  when  I  hear 

The  bairnies  say  guid-nicht. 

Oor  cares  are  mony  thro'  the  da}'-, 

Oor  trials  aften  sair, 
Altho'  oor  hearts  gang  aften  oot 

To  ask  a  Faither's  care  : 
'Tis  then  a  soothin'  calm  ensues. 

An'  hope  again  gleams  bricht, 
When,  'neath  their  mither's  sheltering  wing. 

The  bairnies  say  guid-nicht. 


I  wadna  gie  that  e'enin'  hour 

Amang  the  bairns  at  hame 
For  a'  the  pleasures  wealth  can  boast, 

For  honours,  place,  or  fame  ; 
An'  e'en  tho'  darker  daj's  may  come. 

Nor  cheerin'  ray  in  sicht, 
Oor  faith  is  strengthened  when  we  hear 


The  bairnies  say  guid-nicht. 


11 
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WHEN  AllJ)  I'laEN'S  MEET. 

After  lang  years  o'  toil  an'  care, 

An'  sundered  wanderin's  here  an'  there, 

What  joy  in  life  will  e'er  compare 

Wi'  moments  sAveet, 
As  haiids  aie  kindly  clasped  ance  mair, 

\\'h('n  auld  fi-ien's  meet? 

The  past  may  hae  its  share  o'  gloom, 

An'  storm-tried  thro'  the  blasts  we  've  come. 

The  joy-strings  o'  oor  hearts  be  dumb, 

Yet  chords  fu'  sweet 
Will  in  oor  withered  hearts  find  room, 

W  hen  auld  friens  meet. 

We'll  skip  the  intei'vening  time 

To  days  when,  in  oor  youth  an'  prime. 

Again  the  gowany  braes  we'll  climb, 

Wi'  tireless  feet, 
While  fancy  conjures  scenes  sublime. 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 

An'  tho'  the  scaurs  o'  age  we  bear. 
The  Avrinkled  l)roo,  the  scanty  hair. 
We  '11  banish  tho'ts  o'  dool  an'  care 

Frae  memory's  seat. 
An'  nurse  oor  present  joys  the  mair, 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 

We  '11  con  owre  a'  the  bygajie  days 
When  we  ran  bare- fit  doon  the  braes, 
As  simmer  sun  or  autunui  haze 

Made  life  complete  : 
Nae  clouds  shall  dim  life's  cherished  rays 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 

AVe '11  banish  tho'ts  o'  winter  drear, 

Or  gloomy  way-gaun  o'  the  year, 

When  woods  were  bare  an'  leaves  lay  sear 

'Neath  snaw  an'  sleet, 
An'  picture  only  scenes  that  cheer, 

AVhcn  auld  fiicn's  meet. 
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Nae  time  is  this  for  cauldrife  wae, 
Black  blasts  o'  grief  to  chill  oor  day ; 
I  'd  rather  think  o'  sunny  May, 

An'  flowerets  greet, 
That  come  to  deck  the  leafy  spray, 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 

Tho'  we  hae  climbed  life's  rugged  hill 
Since  days  when  Ave  were  mates  at  schule, 
An'  gained  a  place  we  try  to  fill 

In  ways  discreet, 
Ance  mair  we  '11  just  be  Rab  an'  Will, 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 

Tho'  thou  hast  gained  an  honoured  place, 
That  baith  your  worth  an'  learnin'  grace, 
While  ,1  was  hampered  in  the  race 

An'  met  defeat, 
As  equals  still  noo  face  to  face. 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 

An'  aye,  at  least  when  met  as  noo 
The  auld-time  memories  to  renew, 
We  '11  wipe  the  intervening  view 

Frae  alF  life's  slate, 
An'  firmly  cling  to  joys  too  few, 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 

Again  we  part,  perhaps  nae  mair 
To  meet  for  mony  a  weary  year ; 
But  should  kind  Heaven  oor  lives  but  spare, 

We  may  repeat 
These  soul-communings,  aft  owre  rare. 

When  auld  frien's  meet. 


THE  WEE  ANES  AT  HAME. 

'Mang  a'  life's  enjoyment  there  's  naething  can  cheer 

Sae  weel  as  the  love  o'  our  bairnies  sae  dear  j 

Tho'  humble  the  cottage  that  shelters  us  a', 

We  "re  happier,  maybe,  than  them  at  the  Ha' : 

They  hae  Avealth  that  we  haena,  are  prood  o'  their  name  ; 

But  our  riches  we  count  in  the  wee  anes  at  hame. 
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Chorus — The  wee  aiies  at  liaino. 
The  dear  aiies  at  haine, 
A\'e  blithe  ai-e  we  tliere  wi' 
The  wee  anes  at  hanic. 

Far  (loon  in  the  depths  o'  our  hearts  there's  a  si)ot 
Kept  free  frae  the  ^(ross  things  that  darken  our  lot  ; 
Nae  rank  weeds  are  there,  Vmt  the  fairest  o'  flowers, 
An'  the  sunshine  o'  hame-love  illumines  the  Lowers ; 
Rut  the  sunshine  wad  l)e  but  a  puir  eauldrife  Hanie 
That  waukened  nae  joy  for  the  wee  anes  at  hanie. 

The  sodger  wha  fechts  for  his  country  an'  (^hieen 

In  lands  far  awa'  frae  his  ain  hills  sae  green, 

When  dangers  surround  him,  an'  death  may  be  near, 

His  thochts  aften  tuiii  to  the  hanie-land  sae  dear  : 

He  seeks  na  the  guerdon  o'  honour  or  fame, 

But  is  nerved  to  the  strife  for  the  wee  aiies  at  hanie. 

The  sailor  wha  faces  the  storms  o'  the  deep. 

In  lang  weary  vigils  his  watch  has  to  keep, 

'Tis  then  that  the  stai-s  ))eepin'  out  frae  the  lift 

liemind  o'  the  dear  native  hame  he  has  left  ; 

For  the  same  stars  that  glint  on  the  crest  o'  the  faem 

Watch  owre  the  dear  forms  o'  the  wee  anes  at  hame. 

The  cottar  wha  toils  thru"  tlie  lain  an    tlir  snaw, 

In  lang  weary  days  has  this  comfort  thro"  a  ; 

It 's  no'  for  himsel'  that  he  struggles  sae  sair. 

But  the  hame-ties  that  cheer  him,  an'  drive  off  despair. 

Are  the  nestlin's  sae  helpless,  wha  rightly  lay  claim 

To  the  bread  he  maun  win  foi-  the  wee  anes  at  hame. 

Oh  !   what  wad  this  life  ])c  to  niony  wha  toil. 
That  the  rich  may  enjoy  a"  the  fruits  o'  the  soil, 
Wha  thro'  the  lang  yenr  drudge  the  same  dreary  roun', 
An'  grudged  e'en  tlie  bite  that  their  sair  toil  has  won  ! 
A'  the  buHets  o'  fortune,  the  caid\ered  auld  dame, 
('anna  weaken  their  rare  for  the  wee  anes  at  hame. 
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HAME  AT  E'EN 


The  birds  may  flit  on  wanton  wing, 

An'  chirp  the  lee-hmg  day  ; 
The  bees  intent  on  gatherin' 

Their  sweets  amang  the  hay  ; 
But  when  the  gloamin'  draws  its  veil 

O'er  mead  an'  muirland  scene, 
Baith  bird  an'  bee  wi'  fleetest  wing 

Seek  aye  their  hames  at  e'en. 

The  frail  auld  cottar  in  the  fields, 

Wha  toils  baith  late  an'  ear'. 
An'  aften  when  a  scrimpit  pay 

Leaves  puirtith  pinchin'  sair  : 
Few  o'  the  joys  o'  life  he  kens, 

Sma'  glints  an'  seldom  seen  ; 
His  greatest  pleasure  is  the  tho't 

0'  rest  when  hame  at  e'en. 

The  bairns  may  rove  o'er  bank  an'  brae. 

An'  sjjort  the  hours  away, 
While  tho'ts  o'  hame  ne'er  fash  their  heids 

Till  comes  the  gloamin'  gray  ; 
'Tis  then  the  anxious  mither  asks, 

"  Guid  sakes,  where  hae  ye  been  1 " 
But  noo  her  fears  are  set  at  rest 

When  nestlin'  hame  at  e'en. 

The  traveller  o'er  the  muirland  road 

Wliere  dangerous  sloughs  aboun', 
Tho'  fit-sair,  hurries  on  his  pace. 

Ere  darkness  settles  doon  ; 
For  he  may  tint  his  gate,  an'  stray 

AVhere  clangers  lurk  unseen. 
But  yonder  light  wi'  joy  he  hails. 

That  guides  him  hame  at  e'en. 

The  wanderer  far  in  foreign  lands, 

Tho'  bright  his  lot  may  be, 
Aft  hame-sick,  to  the  land  he  left 

Will  turn  a  wistfu'  e'e  : 
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Oh  !  could  he  amo  iimir  cross  the  sea, 
To  boyhood's  cherislied  scene, 

An'  there,  contented,  wait  life's  close 
'jNIang  loved  ancs  hanie  at  fCii. 

An'  ye,  wha  've  wandered  f rae  the  hame 

Where  peace  an'  virtue  reii^ned, 
Allured  l)y  glitteiin'  vice  to  roam. 

While  lovin'  hearts  were  pained  ; 
Aft,  when  the  still  sma'  voice  appeals, 

Or  tho'ts  o'  joys  unseen 
Come  back,  the  wanderer  returns 

Repentant  hame  at  e'en. 

An'  sae  in  life's  long  pilgrimage. 

When  strength  an'  spirit  fail, 
Hoo  bless'd  are  they  wha's  faith  has  fixed 

Their  hopes  within  the  veil ; 
The  aged  Christian  calmly  waits 

His  ca'  to  that  Unseen, 
For  death  is  but  a  change  that  brings 

A  welcome  hame;  at  e'en. 


AN  AULD  SET'rLKH. 

8hk  left  her  hame  in  youth's  fail-  nioi  ii. 

An'  crossed  the  boundin'  main  ; 
But  aft  her  heart  wad  yearn  to  roam 

Her  native  hills  again  ; 
To  wander  wi'  her  playmates  deai- 

Adoon  the  bosky  dells, 
Wlu'i-(!  'niang  the  nooks  the  violets  bloomed. 

The  prinuosc,  an'  bluebells. 

As  age  crept  on,  her  iiirniory  seemed 

To  cling  to  langsjne  day-s 
An'  she  wad  tell  o'  pranks  an'  ploys 

Amang  the  gowaiiy  biaes  : 
Hoo  aft  she  climbed  the  Harden's  hill. 

Or  roamed  thro'  Latigton  wood. 
All'  waded  bare-tit  i'  the  burn 

That  thro'  the  meadow  Mowed. 


AX   AULD   SETTLER. 
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She  talked  wi'  pride  o'  famed  Duns  Law, 

Where  stood  the  Covenant  Stane, 
Where  heroes  vowed  to  do  or  die 

Their  freedom  to  maintain  : 
She  aft  described  the  Castle  woods, 

The  Hen-poo's  placid  lake. 
The  spots  where  geans  an'  brambles  greAv, 

By  glen  or  tangled  lirake. 


From  a  Sketch. 
SITE    OF   THE    OLD    CASTLE    OF    POLWARTH. 


Hoo  aft  to  me  she  has  recalled 

The  quiet  sylvan  scene, 
By  Maichmont's  bonnie  woods  an'  liraes, 

Or  Polwarth-on-the-Green  : 
The  auld  kirkyard  by  Lounsdale's  haughs, 

The  bonnie  wimplin'  burn  ; 
The  hills  an'  howes,  the  glens  an'  knowes, 

To  which  her  heart  wad  turn  : 
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Hoo  nioiiy  times  she  wished  ance  niiiir 

To  tread  tlie  heath-clad  braes, 
Ance  iiiair  to  hae  a  glint  o'  hame, 

An'  there  to  end  her  days  : 
An'  while  her  heart  wad  dwell  on  this, 

An'  saut  tears  dim  her  e'e. 
She  'd  say  :   "  I  m  nwre  auld  noo  for  that 

Na,  na  I  it  caiina  1)e." 

Yet  while  the  lamp  held  on  to  burn, 

An'  memory  held  its  sway, 
Wi'  fondest  love  she  aft  recalled 

The  auld  hamc  far  away  ; 
She  gloried  in  its  spotless  fame, 

Its  fights  in  freedom's  cause, 
Its  martyr  heroes  wha  laid  doon 

Their  lives  for  righteous  laws. 

Alas  !  that  wish  was  ne'er  attained  : 

Death  cut  the  vital  thread  ; 
An'  noo  beneath  the  maple  boughs 

She  rests  amang  the  dead. 
But  while  oor  memory  aft  retails 

That  humble,  honoured  name. 
We'll  thiidv  o'  her  in  youth  renewed, 

In  a  brighter,  fairer  hame. 


THE  (U.OAMix'  lion;. 

At  the  witchin'  hour  o'  nicht 

I  hae  Avatchcd  wi'  strange  delight 
The  twiid\]iii'  stars  that  stud  the  lift  sae  hie  : 

I  hae  listened  to  the  ciy 

O'  the  howlets  far  an'  nigh. 
Or  the  wind's  weird  sough  in  leafy  bush  an  tree; 

I  hae  seen  the  rosy  dawn, 

AVhen  the  gowan-dotted  lawn 
Showed  dewy  gems  on  ilka  blade  and  flower  ; 

But  I  've  felt  a  sweeter  spell 

In  Lounsdale's  leafy  d<'ll, 
AVhen  wanilcrin'  :it  the  fairv  gloaiiiin'  hour. 
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In  childhood's  hapi^y  days, 

'Mid  primrose-speckled  braes, 
AVe  'd  wander  there  an'  sport  the  hale  day  lang  ; 

We  heeded  iia  time's  flicht, 

Until  the  shades  o'  nicht 
Reminded  o'  the  hameward  road  to  gang  ; 

E'en  then  the  day  seemed  short 

For  our  pleasure  an'  oor  sport, 
Au'  sweir  were  we  to  lea'  oor  fairy  bower ; 

Tho'  warned  ere  we  went  there, 

An'  cautioned  to  be  sure 
To  be  hame  afore  the  shadowed  gloamin'  hour. 

But  the  happiest  days  o'  a' 

That  oor  memory  can  reca', 
Were  when  as  lovers  aft  we  wandered  there. 

An'  whispered  vows  were  made 

Beneath  the  hazel's  shade. 
An'  love's  first  kiss  was  bliss  beyond  compare. 

E'en  noo,  when  youth  has  gane, 

An'  we  wander  there  alane, 
Oor  fancy  can  reca',  wi'  soothin'  power, 

The  blissfu'  times  noo  gane, 

When,  as  lover  or  as  wean. 
We  dreamed  or  sported  thro'  the  gloamin'  hour. 


BY  THE  BUENIE  SIDE. 

There  's  a  little  cottage  stands 

By  the  burnie  side. 
An'  the  droopin'  willow  bends 

Where  its  pure  waters  glide  ; 
It  is  but  a  humble  cot 
Wi'  a  bonnie  garden  plot. 
An'  I  've  aye  a  welcome  got 

By  the  burnie  side. 

The  folk  are  leal  an'  true 

By  the  burnie  side, 
While  we  fin'  true  frien's  sae  few 

As  we  roam  the  warl'  wide ; 
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But  it's  there  I  aye  repair, 
Ilka  day  that  I  can  spare, 
For  there's  aye  a  kind  word  there, 
I>y  the  l)iniiie  side. 

Tlicy  niak'  iiae  pretence  to  show 

By  the  burnie  side, 
An'  they  may  be  reckoned  slow 

By  the  crowds  that  past  them  ride  ; 
Their  speech  may  be  uncouth 
To  the  Avarl's  ears  foi  sooth, 
But  it  has  tlie  ring  o'  truth 

By  the  burnie  side. 

They  haena  wealth,  I  own. 

By  the  burnie  side  ; 
But  the  Queen  upon  the  throne 

Has  less  cause  for  honest  priile  : 
For  the  helpless  and  the  {)oor 
Find  a  welcome  at  their  door. 
An'  a  share  o'  what's  in  store 

By  the  l)ui'nie  side, 

Frae  the  warl's  cares  I  'd  flee 

To  the  l>urnie  side  ; 
An'  frae  frien's  baith  prouii  an"  hie 

I  wad  be  content  to  bi(h\ 
Gin  I  could  but  hae  a  share 
0'  the  peace  that's  reigiiin'  tluMc, 
Free  frae  fashion's  jionip  an'  glare. 

By  the  burnie  side. 

'riicii  my  blessin'  on  that  cot 

Uy  the  burnie  side  ; 
Ever  happy  be  their  lot, 

Whatever  may  betide  ; 
An'  when  ca'd  this  earth  to  lea', 
May  their  welcome  yonder  be 
As  kind  as  that  tn  lee 

llv  the  burnie  side. 
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ON  THE  KOAD  HAME. 

After  the  wearisome  toils  o'  the  day, 
When  mirk  nicht  sets  in,  and  a  lang  road  to  gae, 
Tho'  bleak  the  surroundin's,  my  heart's  in  a  flame  ; 
For  the  love-licht  's  afore  me,  I  'm  on  the  road  hame. 

Hard  tho'  my  toil  be,  an'  scanty  ni}^  fare, 

Wi'  health  an'  guid  spirits,  I  whistle  at  care ; 

The  joys  o'  the  city  to  me  a'  seem  tame 

When  the  wife  an'  the  weans  ken  I  'm  on  the  road  hame. 

Oot  in  the  mornin'  aft  ere  the  day  breaks, 
I  think  na  o'  hardships  when  dune  for  their  sakes ; 
Tho'  Avhile  shafts  o'  care  seem  to  mak'  me  their  aim, 
I  shake  off  the  load  when  I  'm  on  the  road  hame. 

In  the  mornin'  o'  life,  like  the  laddies  to  schule, 

Sae  sweir  to  start  oot,  an'  owre  late  as  a  rule  ; 

When  schule  tasks  are  owre,  o'd,  they  no'  seem  the  same,. 

They  're  sae  frisky  an'  cheery,  when  on  the  road  hame. 

Aft  in  life's  journey  we  '11  find  a  stay  brae. 
That  tries  us  gey  sair  wi'  the  burdens  we  hae ; 
Yet  thro'  mirk  an'  mud,  tho'  we  gang  tired  an'  lame. 
We  hae  this  consolation — we  're  on  the  road  hame. 

Auld  age  creeps  on  us,  the  winter  draws  near ; 
But  why  should  we  think  o'  death's  comin'  wi'  fear  1 
If  back  owre  the  past  we  can  look  withoot  shame. 
We  '11  be  welcomed  wi'  joy  when  at  last  we  get  hame. 


COME  AGAIN. 

These  are  cheery  words  of  welcome, 
Like  some  sweet  old  song's  refrain. 

And  we  love  to  hear  them  uttered 
By  some  loved  voice  :  Come  again. 

Chorus — Welcome  ever  will  you  be 

While  your  friendship  we  retain. 
These  our  parting  words  to  thee — 
Come  again,  come  again. 
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Tliore  are  memories  that  we  clierish 
Wliich  the  heart  loves  to  retain, 

With  the  handclasp  of  affection, 
And  the  kindly  :  Come  aijain. 

What  thongh  distance  now  may  sever 
Fiionds  we  left  across  the  main, 

Oft  in  fancy's  ear  we  listen 

T(j  the  dear  words  :  Come  again. 

While  amid  our  joys  and  sorrows, 
Hours  of  pleasure  or  of  pain. 

This  fond  memory  still  delights  us, 
Fare-thee-well, — but  Come  again. 

Though  the  years  bring  many  changes, 
Days  we  ne'er  shall  see  again, 

This  remains  on  memory's  tal)let, 
Graven  deeply  :  Come  again. 

Oh  I  we  may  be  sad  and  drear}-. 

And  our  hearts  l)e  chilled  with  pain, 

I>ut  there's  sunshine  in  the  welcome 
Of  the  kindly  :  Come  again. 


III. 
Soms  Set  to  /in>U5ic» 

Music,  the  tender  child  of  rudest  times. 
The  gentle  native  of  all  lands  and  climes  ; 
Who  hymns  alike  man's  cradle  and  his  grave, 
Lulls  the  low  cot,  or  peals  along  the  nave. " 

—  Mrs  Xorfon. 


Many  of  the  songs  that  follow  have  been  verj-  popular  both  in 
this  country  and  in  Canada.  Several  well-known  vocalists  have 
been  attracted  to  them,  and  through  their  delightful  renderings  of 
them  have  charmed  not  a  few  of  patriotic  spirit. 


III. 

8o:n^gs  set  to  music. 


WAIT  A-WEE  AX'  DIXXA  WEARY. 

Wait  a-wee  an'  dinna  weary  : 

Tho'  your  heart  be  sad  an'  sair, 
An'  your  youthfu'  dreams  hae  vanished, 

Leavin'  nocht  but  grief  an"  care ; 
Tho'  the  clouds  be  dark  an'  lowerin', 
Faded  flowers  lie  'neath  the  snaw, 
Simmer  suns  wi'  bricht  hopes  burnin', 
Sune  the  mists  will  clear  awa'. 
Wait  a-wee  an'  dinna  weary  ; 
Tho'  the  winter  s  lang  an'  dreary, 
Simmer  days  will  come  to  cheer  ye. 
Gin  ye  '11  only  wait  a-wee. 

Wait  a-wee  an'  dinna  weary  : 

Tho'  ye  're  maybe  crossed  in  love. 
An'  your  springhood's  hopes  lie  withered, 

Time  will  yet  your  cares  remove  ; 
Tho'  the  joys  that  langsyne  perished 

Left  a  wound  baith  deep  and  sair, 
Maybe  some  true  heart  has  cherished 

Love  for  you,  deep  an'  sincere. 
Wait  a-wee  an'  dinna  weary,  etc. 

AVait  a-wee  an'  dinna  weary  : 
There  are  ithers  sad  an'  wae ; 

Sutterin'  puir,  wi'  heav}'  burthens, 
Strugglin'  'gainst  adversity : 
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For  awhile  forget  your  sorrows, 
Sune  a'  caiikerin'  cares  will  flee, 

Gill  ye  '11  soothe  the  broken-hearted, 
Wipe  the  tear  frae  puirtith's  e'e. 
^^'ait  a-wee  an'  dinna  weary,  etc. 


MV  HEART  WARMS  TO  THE  TARTAN. 

Is  there  a  land  like  Scotland, 

Wi'  sons  sae  bnive  and  free, 
Can  show  sae  fair  a  record 

0'  dauntless  chivalry  1 
I  love  her  cloud-capped  mountains, 

Her  glens  and  wim|)lin'  rills, 
While  my  heart  warms  to  the  tartan 
An'  my  native  heather  hills. 

I  love  thee,  dear  auld  Scotland, 
Thy  mountains  heather  clad, 
For  my  heart  warms  to  the  tartan, 
An'  the  lads  that  wear  the  plaid. 

^^'e  '11  ne'er  forget  her  heroes, 

Wha  fought  in  freedoms  cause, 
An'  laid  the  grand  foundation 

0'  a'  her  righteous  laws  ; 
I  listen  to  the  lyrics 

By  deathless  poets  sung, 
^\'hile  my  heart  warms  to  the  taitan 

An'  my  native  mither  tongue. 

I  love  thee,  dear  auld  Scotland,  etc. 

I  hear  tin;  pibiocli  souiidin 

A  rousin'  martial  blast, 
Wi'  shattered  pennons  flyin' 

The  troops  are  marchin'  past ; 
A  hearty  loyal  welcome 

Sounds  in  that  loud  hurrah. 
An'  my  heart  warms  to  the  tartan 

And  the  gallant  forty-twa. 

I  love  thee,  dear  auld  Scotland,  etc. 
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In  mony  lands  I  've  wandered, 

Far,  far  across  the  sea. 
But  aften  hameward  turnin', 

My  thochts  wad  wander  free  ; 
An'  noo  I  tread  the  heather, 

I  fain  Avould  be  at  rest. 
For  my  heart  warms  to  the  tartan. 

An'  the  land  I  lo'e  the  best. 

I  love  thee,  dear  auld  Scotland,  etc. 


h 


WHEN  THE  BAIRNIES  ARE  FRAE  HAME. 

The  house  is  dowf  an'  dreary 

When  the  bairnies  are  fiae  hame. 
An'  ilka  'oor  I  Aveary 

When  the  bairnies  are  frae  hame  ; 
I  miss  their  merry  lauchin', 

Their  friskin'  an'  their  daffin'. 
Their  shouts  an'  sangs  sae  cheery. 

When  the  bairnies  are  frae  hame. 

When  John  comes  hame  at  e'enin', 

When  the  bairnies  are  frae  hame, 
Tho'  ne'er  a  word  compleenin' 

When  the  bairnies  are  frae  hame  ; 
Tho'  he  seeks  to  hide  his  feelin', 

His  thochts  there 's  nae  concealin', 
For  his  looks  confess  his  meanin' 

AVhen  the  bairnies  are  frae  hame. 

Noo,  John,  just  write  to  granny 

To  bring  the  bairnies  hame, 
For  withoot  they  're  here  we  canna 

Feel  the  hoose  to  be  the  same ; 
An'  ilka  day  she'll  see  them. 

For  when  she  comes  here  wi'  them, 
We  '11  just  keep  her,  for  we  mauniia 

Let  the  bairnies  gang  frae  hame. 
12 
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All'  sae  ance  mair  thegither, 

\\'hen  the  l)airtiies  are  at  hame, 
Fu'  blithe  will  be  their  mither 

When  the  bairnies  are  at  hame. 
We  'II  just  keep  them  aye  beside  us, 

An'  what  joy  or  grief  betide  us, 
We  maun  share  wi'  ane  anither, 

When  the  ]»airnies  are  at  hame. 


HEAVEN  IS  WHERE  OUR  FATHER  IS. 

Little  hearts  which  thi-ob  with  pain, 

Little  eyes  which  swim  in  tears. 
Let  me  take  you  to  my  heart. 

Let  me  ([uiet  all  your  fears. 
I  will  teach  you  of  that  home 

Where  oiu'  loved  ones  rest  in  bliss  ; 
All  oiu-  troubled  hearts  need  know — 

Heaven  is  where  our  Father  is. 

Yes,  there  is  heaven,  calm,  peaceful  heaven. 
There  are  the  dear  ones  haj)j)y  and  blest. 
There  with  the  Father  they  loved  while  on  earth. 

There,  in  His  presence  only,  is  heaven  : 
Yes,  there  is  heaven. 

Hearts  may  cling  to  earthly  ties  ; 

These,  alas  !  will  pass  away  ; 
Idols  that  we  worship  now. 

We  will  find  are  only  clay. 
All  is  fleeting  here  below  ; 

One  by  one  our  friends  we  miss ; 
But  this  truth  should  calm  our  woe — 

Heaven  is  where  our  Father  is. 
Yes,  there  is  heaven,  etc. 

Sweet  the  thought  that  those  we  miss 

Sympathise  with  all  our  care. 
And  rejoice  to  know  we  seek, 

After  life,  to  join  them  there  ; 
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And  though  doubts  and  fears  assail, 

"We  will  cling  in  faith  to  this, 
That  at  last  we  may  unite 

In  that  heaven  where  Father  is. 
Yes,  there  is  heaven,  etc. 


KISS  THE  BAIRNS  FOR  ME 

My  guidman  's  far  awa'  frae  hame. 

An'  oh  !  I  miss  him  sair ; 
Bvit,  still,  I  ken  that  he  is  leal. 

An'  lo'es  me  a'  the  mair  ; 
For  when  his  tender  letters  come 

Frae  far  across  the  sea, 
He  ne'er  forgets  the  weans,  but  says, 

■'Just  kiss  the  bairns  for  me."' 

Oh  1  dool  an'  dark  wad  be  my  lot 

If  'twere  na  for  the  weans  ; 
I  've  aye  their  love  to  cheer  me  on, 

Tho'  far  may  be  nw  frien's. 
An'  Aveel  I  ken  the  faither's  heart. 

Wherever  he  may  be, 
Gangs  oot  in  kindly  words  o'  love  : 

"Just  kiss  the  bairns  for  me." 

I  hear  their  lauchin'  voices  ring, 

I  see  ilk  rosy  cheek  ; 
An'  when  my  thochts  are  far  awa'. 

My  heart 's  owre  fu'  to  speak. 
But  when  at  nicht  they  cuddle  doon. 

An'  close  ilk  rougish  e'e, 
I  ne'er  forget  their  faither's  wish  : 

'•  Just  kiss  the  bairns  for  me." 

]\Iy  prayers  are  aye  that  we  ere  lang 

yiiiY  meet,  an'  part  nae  mair  ; 
Tho'  puir  oor  lot,  wi'  him  Ave  '11  a' 

Our  joys  an'  sorrows  share. 
But  while  he  roams  in  distant  lands, 

Tho'  lang  oor  partin'  be, 
I  '11  ne'er  forget  his  lovin'  words  : 

"  Just  kiss  the  bairns  for  me." 
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UNDKi;  TIIK  ORCHARD  TREES. 

As  amid  the  silent  sadness 

Of  winter's  gloomy  d.ivs, 
AVe  dwell  oti  bygone  })le;isures 

Of  the  summer's  sunny  haze  ; 
So  in  my  heart's  lone  sadness 

Comes  memory's  passing  lirecze, 
To  tell  the  hours  of  gladness 

Under  the  orchard  trees. 

'Twas  in  the  days  of  summer 

When  first  we  wandered  there, 
When  the  blossoms  lout  their  fragrance 

To  the  balmy  twilight  air  : 
And  my  hopes  were  young  and  lildoiiiin- 

As  when  fancy  only  sees 
The  future  bright  with  sunshine 

Under  the  orchard  trees. 

My  heart  went  out  in  rapture 

To  the  song-birds  in  their  glee  ; 
The  flowers  bedecked  my  pathway. 

My  sky  from  clouds  was  free  : 
The  hours  brought  only  sweetness, 

As  the  flowers  repaid  the  bees ; 
And  we  reckoned  not  their  fleetness 

Under  the  orchard  trees. 

Each  look,  each  word,  and  promise, 

I  stored  within  my  heait, 
Till  her  image,  there  engraven, 

Became  of  me  a  part ; 
Wherever  fortune  called  me, 

O'er  foreign  lands  or  seas, 
I  fed  on  dreams  of  wooing 

Under  the  orchard  trees. 

The  orchard  trees  are  leafless. 
Their  branches,  gaunt  and  bare. 

Keep  time  to  the  winds  of  winter 
In  a  low  funereal  air; 
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The  leaves  are  lowly  lying 

Where  the  biting  wintry  breeze 
Has  left  them  sear  and  mouldering, 

Under  the  orchard  trees. 

So  are  my  life's  hopes  faded 

And  mingled  with  the  dust ; 
So  has  my  dream  departed 

Of  a  life  of  love  and  trust : 
And  all  that's  left  to  cheer  me, 

This  sad  heart  only  sees 
That  summer  gleam  of  wooing 

Under  the  orchard  trees. 


THE  LAND  OF  THE  MAPLE  FOR  ME. 

Here  's  a  health  to  the  land  of  the  forest  and  flood, 

And  the  Queen  who  rules  over  the  free ; 
While  united  we  stand,  as  our  forefathers  stood, 

Li  libetty's  van  we  will  be. 
Though  our  hearts  fondly  cherish  the  memories  of  old. 

And  the  homes  Ave  have  left  o'er  the  sea. 
Our  love  for  old  Canada  ne'er  shall  grow  cold ; 

Oh  !  the  land  of  the  maple  for  me. 

If  invasion  should  threaten  our  lake-sheltered  land. 

And  the  war-cloud  be  thundering  near, 
We  will  stand,  a  true-hearted  and  vigorous  band, 

To  strike  for  our  countiy  so  dear ; 
While  the  memories  of  those  who  fought  not  in  vain 

To  bequeath  us  the  rights  of  the  free, 
Shall  nerve  us  to  deeds  of  true  valour  again  ; 

Oh  !  the  land  of  the  maple  for  me. 

Tlien  liurrah  !  for  old  Canada,  home  of  the  free  ; 

May  heaven  still  over  her  smile, 
And  may  plenty  and  peace  the  true  blessings  still  be 

Of  our  hard-handed  heroes  of  toil  ! 
From  her  ocean-girt  coast  to  her  wild  forest  shades. 

Where  the  hall  or  the  homestead  may  be, 
Ever  brave  be  her  sons,  and  devoted  her  maids ; 

Oh  !  the  land  of  the  maple  for  me. 


IS-J  A    r.KKWirKslllKK    liAltD. 


CONSTANT  STTT,1.. 

We  have  loved,  and  we  have  parted, 

And  my  life  is  sadly  changed 
Since  I  find  thee  fickle-hearted, 

And  thy  love  from  me  estranged  ; 
Though  thou  gav'st  me  many  a  token, 

Time  nor  cliange  my  hopes  would  kill. 
Yet  thy  ardent  vows  are  broken. 

Wliilc  ui\-  heart  is  constant  still. 


Oh  !  how  fondly  memory  lingers 

On  the  days,  when,  void  of  care, 
Love  had  touched  with  fairy  fingers 

Future  scenes,  serene  and  fair. 
Now  the  sky  is  darkly  clouded, 

Storms  of  sadness  work  their  will 
Though  despair  my  life  has  shroudei 

Yet  my  heart  is  constant  still. 


How  I  thought  of  thee  when  seveied. 

For  I  deemed  thy  heart  was  true, 
And  my  trust  in  thee  ne'er  wavered,. 

Anxious  cares  I  never  knew  ; 
Yet  there  came  a  sad  awaking, 

Future  years  with  grief  to  till  : 
Silently  my  heart  was  lireaking. 

Yet  I  loved  thee  constant  still. 


Though  you  wed  for  wealth  and  station 

And  despise  my  humhle  love, 
Though  time  brings  no  consolation 

And  my  life  a  burden  pi-ove  ; 
Still  the  bygone  joys  I  "11  cherish, 

Faintly  though  the  void  they  fill. 
And,  till  life  or  memory  perish, 

I  will  sulVcr.  constant  still. 
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LOVE  WILL  BIDE  AVHEX  SIMMEPi'S  GANE. 

Winter's  frost  has  nipp'd  the  roses, 

Winter's  wind  in  sadness  grieves, 
Yet  a  perfnme  sweet  reposes 

'Mang  the  dry  an'  wither'd  leaves ; 
So  the  heart  when  sear'd  wi'  sadness. 

Blasted  wi'  the  frosts  o'  pain, 
Clings  to  bygane  scenes  o'  gladness ; 

"Love  will  bide  when  simmer's  gane." 


When  the  years,  nae  pleasure  bringin', 

Keenly  blaw  their  searin'  blast, 
Still  a  heart-shine,  brightly  clingin', 

Sheds  a  radiance  o'er  the  past ; 
A'  the  fond  endearments  tasted. 

Loves  we  cherish'd,  tho'  in  vain ; 
Tho'  our  hopes  were  rudely  blasted, 

"Love  will  bide  when  simmer's  gane." 


Tho'  the  clouds  are  darkly  loomin' 

O'er  the  scenes  awhile  sae  fair. 
An'  the  flowers  ance  sweetly  bloomin' 

Deck  the  woodland  scene  nae  mair. 
Spring  will  come  again,  invitin' 

To  the  fiower-deck'd  mead  an'  plain, 
A'  our  bygane  griefs  requitin' ; 

"Love  will  bide  w^hen  simmer's  gane.' 


An'  when  years  creep  on  an'  age  us, 

An'  the  broo  is  bent  wi'  care. 
Shall  we  scan  life's  written  pages 

For  a  time  mair  bright  and  fair  ? 
Needless  to  regret  our  losses. 

Grieve  o'er  ilka  blot  an'  stain  ; 
Tho'  ere  lang  our  journey  closes, 

"Love  will  bide  when  simmer's  gane." 
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LITTLE  BLUEBELL. 

Down  in  the  dell,  where  the  streamlet  glides  cheery, 

Now  in  tlie  sunshine,  and  now  in  the  shade, 
Where  bees  humming  blithely  seem  never  to  weary. 

Gleaning  their  sweets  from  the  flowers  in  the  glade  ; 
Glancing  so  modestly  out  from  the  shadows, 

Nodding  its  head  to  the  zephyrs'  faint  swell, 
Brightly  reflecting  the  sky's  cloudless  a/.ure, 
Pride  of  the  valley,  the  little  bluebell. 
Little  bluebell,  waving  liluebell, 
List  to  the  fairy  chimes  rung  in  the  moonlight ; 
Little  bluebell,  modest  bluebell. 
Pride  of  the  valley  is  little  bluebell. 

Down  in  the  valley,  as  modest  and  winning 

As  the  fair  How'rets  that  dapple  the  glade, 
Blithe  as  a  fairy,  with  steps  light  and  airy, 

Blooms  in  her  spring-hood,  my  dear  little  maid  ; 
Often  I  sing  of  her  charms  to  the  breezes, 

Oft  to  the  song-bird  her  graces  I  tell, 
Often  compare  her  to  floweis  of  the  meadow. 
Dear  to  my  heart  is  my  little  bluebell. 
Little  bluebell,  charming  bluebell. 
List  to  its  fairy  chimes  rung  in  the  moonlight  : 
Little  bluebell,  modest  liluelx'll. 
Pride  of  the  valley  is  little  bluebell. 

Never  niay  winter  t»lasts  come  near  her  •Iwelling, 

Never  chill  night-dews  wither  the  bloom, 
.Safe  in  her  home  from  the  storm  and  the  tempest. 

Ever  the  same  when  a-wooing  I  come  ; 
Soon  may  the  hour  come,  when,  claiming  her  promi>e. 

Safe  in  my  home  and  my  bosom  to  dwell  : 
Years  may  roll  o'er  us,  as  happy  and  joyous 
As  when  I  first  met  my  little  bbuibell. 
Little  bluebell,  winsome  bluebell, 
List  to  the  fairy  chimes  rung  in  the  moordiglit ; 
Little  bluebell,  modest  bluebell, 
Pride  of  the  valley  is  little  bluebell. 


HAND    IN    HAND. 


THE  LITTLE  PATCH  OF  SUNSHINE. 


\sh 


In  my  quiet  little  cottage  I  am  working  all  the  day, 

While  the  autumn  mists  and  fogs  are  in  the  air, 
When  now  and  then  the  sun  glints  out  with  sickly  feeble 

Like  hope-gleams  'mid  the  darkness  of  despair ;         [ray, 
I  have  my  cares  and  troubles,  and  my  heart  will  often  sink 

At  the  gloomy  prospect  looming  where  the  mists  so  thickly 
fall; 
When  through  my  kitchen  window  comes  a  cheery  golden 
blink, 

And  a  little  patch  of  sunshine  on  the  wall. 

'Tis  only  just  a  little  patch,  no  bigger  than  a  hand. 

But  'tis  welcome  for  the  cheerfulness  it  brings ; 
It  seems  to  bring  a  message  from  some  brighter,  better  land, 

And  clears  my  heart  from  grosser,  meaner  things ; 
The  caged-bird  seeks  the  corner  where  it  feels  the  warm 
gleam. 

And  trills  its  note  of  thankfulness  that  summer  days  recall, 
And  memory  goes  back  again  to  youth's  unclouded  dream, 

Through  the  little  patch  of  sunshine  on  the  wall. 

"Mong  all  the  clouds  and  sorrows  that  afflict  us  in  our  path, 

There 's  a  golden  stream  that  glistens  now  and  then, 
And  the  wildest  storms  of  winter,  that  are  charged  with 
murkiest  wrath. 
But  prepare  the  way  for  brighter  scenes  again  ; 
So,  too,  in  life's  declining  years,  when  strength  and  spirits 
fail, 
As  in  age's  sombre  evening  the  depressing  shadows  fall. 
There's  a  comfort  for  the  weaiy  when  they  look  beyond 
the  veil, 
From  a  little  patch  of  sunshine  on  the  wall. 


HAND  IN  HAND. 

We  have  lived  and  loved  together 

Through  the  years,  'mid  joy  and  care  ; 

Sorrow's  trials  have  closer  bound  us 
Than  the  smiles  of  fortune  fair  ; 
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Sweethearts  yet  as  in  the  In-gom-, 
AVhen  our  prospects  all  were  Itright, 

May  our  love  be  still  enduring, 
As  we  near  the  darkling  night. 

Chmus — Hand  in  hand  we  '11  go  together 

Through  the  chc'<|U(M-cd  vale  of  life 
And  in  dai-k  or  sunny  weather 
I'll  be  near  thee,  darling  wife. 

Hand  in  hand  we  roamed  as  children 

B}'  the  hill-side  and  the  vale, 
Gathering  flowerets  by  the  wayside, 

Weaving  many  a  fairy  tale  ; 
Then  as  sweethearts,  in  the  gloaming, 

When  the  lights  and  shadows  blend, 
Whispering  words  of  fond  endearment, 

^\'e  have  wandered  hand  in  hand. 

Now  our  limbs  are  growing  feeble, 

And  our  locks  are  thin  and  grey  ; 
We  can  not  be  long  together. 

For  the  end  's  not  far  away. 
But,  till  death  shall  come  to  part  us, 

We  will  journey  hand  in  hajid, 
Parting — but  to  be  united 

In  that  l)righter,  better  land. 


THK    DOKDKK    LADS. 

j,V_"The  Battle  of  Stirling'.' 

Fi{<iM  Berwick's  ancient  town 

A  ])and  of  liorderer.s  came. 
And  mot  with  speech  and  song  to  fan 

The  pati-iotic  tianie  : 
In  stiiring  tones  the  ("hairman  said  : 
"  Breathes  there  a  man  with  soul  so  dead, 

Who  does  not  love  the  heather  1 
He  is  no  credit  to  his  race  ; 
Such  recreant  Scot  shall  find  no  place 

Where  Border  lads  foregather." 
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With  song  and  toast,  the  hours 

"Went  all  too  swiftly  bj^ 
While  pictured  scenes  of  glens  and  bovers 

Shone  bright  in  memory's  eye  ; 
And  no  uncertain  sound  went  forth 
To  that  dear  home-land  in  the  north, 

The  land  of  hill  and  heather  : 
Sweet  recollections  warmed  the  heart. 
As  each  spoke  of  his  native  part 

Where  Border  lads  foregather. 

Then  let  us  hope  that  we 

Ere  long  may  meet  again 
To  speak  of  Scotland's  glories,  we 

With  pride  will  aye  maintain; 
And  should  it  be  our  lot  to  roam 
To  other  lands  across  the  foam, 

We  '11  toast  the  kilt  and  feather  ; 
Thus  aye  may  social  mirth  abound, 
And  trusty  friendship  shall  be  found 

Where  Border  lads  foreeather. 


LASSIE  DEAR  I 

When  the  mornin'  sun  is  shinin'  OAvre  the  hills, 

Lassie  dear, 
An'  glistenin'  in  the  crystal  murmurin'  rills, 
Lassie  dear, 
Let  the  hours  sae  swiftly  flee, 
What  is  time  to  you  or  me  1 
When  Ave  thus  ilk  ither  see, 

Lassie  dear,  lassie  dear. 

When  the  sheep  hae  sought  a  coolin'  shade  at  noon,. 

Lassie  dear, 
An'  the  burnie  sings  a  quiet  languid  tune. 
Lassie  dear, 
I  Avad  meet  thee  there  an'  then. 
Where  the  Avild  flowers  deck  the  glen. 
An'  the  joyous  hours  we  'd  sjjen', 
Lassie  dear,  lassie  dear. 
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A  boiiiiie  iiuuic  is  ishiniii'  in  tlio  lift, 

Lassie  dear, 
Its  i^liiits  hroiik  thro'  tlie  cloudlet's  fleecy  rift, 
Lassie  dear  ; 
Ken  then  uheii  shadows  fa'. 
All"  a  stillness  reigns  owre  a', 
I  wad  meet  thee  doon  tlie  sliaw, 
Lassie  dear,  lassie  dear. 

\\  hen  a'  the  village  seems  to  be  at  rest, 

Lassie  dear, 
The  hour  that  wooers  aye  enjo}'  the  best, 
Lassie  dear, 
Thro'  the  fairy  glen  we'll  rove, 
AVhere  the  rustlin'  leaves  above 
Whisper  messages  o'  love, 

Lassie  dear,  lassie  dear. 

For  at  mornin',  noon,  or  at  the  twiidilin'  nicht, 

Lassie  dear. 
Thy  ever  welcome  presence  brings  delicht, 
Lassie  dear  ; 
An'  sae,  whate'er  betide, 
Ye  maun  say  ye  '11  be  my  bride, 
For  I  'm  happiest  by  thy  side, 
Lassie  dear,  lassie  dear. 


WHEN  TlIK  SCMMKK'  I'.UDS  UNFOLD. 

WllKN  the  summer  l)uds  unfold 

To  the  wooing  summer  sun, 
And  tlie  charm  of  wood  and  wold 

Tells  that  winter's  course  is  run  ; 
When  a  gladsome  smile  is  spread 

Over  nature's  beaming  face  ; 
Shall  the  hopes  we  deemed  as  fled 
l>loom  again  with  sweeter  grace  1 
When  the  doves  are  gently  cooing. 
When  the  birds  begin  their  wooing, 
What  should  we,  my  lo\e,  be  doing 
When  the  sunimer  buds  unfold  ? 


"SHOUTHER  TO  SHOUTHER."  189 

When  the  summer  buds  unfold, 

And  the  How'rets  deck  the  vale, 
We  will  Avhisper,  as  of  old. 

Love's  enchanting  oft-told  tale  ; 
And  our  hearts  will  feel  the  glow 

Of  our  childhood's  sunny  hours. 
As  when  balmy  zephyrs  blow 

'Mid  the  fragrant  blooming  flowers. 
When  the  doves  are  gently  cooing,  etc. 

When  the  summer  buds  unfold 

'Neath  the  sunshine  and  the  rain, 
x\ll  our  hopes,  once  seared  and  cold. 

Will  revive  to  bloom  again  ; 
And  tho'  winter's  blight  may  come. 

And  the  flowers  may  droop  and  die, 
Lov'e's  bright  beams  will  light  our  home 

With  a  pure  and  lasting  joy. 

AYhen  the  doves  are  gently  cooing,  etc. 


"SHOUTHEE  TO  SHOUTHER." 

(addressed  to  the  ST.  Andrew's  society  of  mempiiis,  tenx., 

DURINti    THE    YELLOW-FEVER    SCOURGE.) 

When  oor  forefaithers  foucht  by  land  or  by  sea. 
Prepared  for  their  richts  aye  to  do  or  to  dee, 
'Twas  then  that  they  made  their  prood  foemen  to  feel 
In  vain  was  their  charge  'gainst  a  phalanx  o'  steel ; 
Or  as  forward  they  sprang  at  their  chieftain's  word. 
Dealing  death  at  each  blow  wi'  the  bayonet  an'  sword. 
As  they  fell  dead  or  wounded,  an'  front  ranks  Avere  thinned, 
Still  closer  pressed  forward  the  heroes  behind, 
"Shouther  to  shouther." 

When  the  enemy's  force  cam'  sweeping  alang, 
Wi'  the  wail  an'  the  dirge,  for  the  lauch  an'  the  sang ; 
When  thousands  were  fa'ing,  like  leaves  in  the  blast, 
Leaving  sair  desolation  wherever  they  passed. 
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A  l)r;ive  baiiil  o'  Scots,  like  their  l;iithei-.s  o'  yore, 
Stood  tirm  to  their  posts  fur  the  iiiuneless  an'  jjoor  ; 
Thcv  Hiiicheil  iia  tho"  ithers  weie  weak  wi'  despair  ; 
Tho'  death's  sliafts  iiiicht  reach  them,  their  duty  was  there, 

"Shoiitlicr  to  shoiither.'" 

"Where'er  in  tlie  land  o'  the  stranger  are  met 
The  sons  o'  auld  Scotia,  they  're  brethren  yet ; 
They're  prood  o'  the  fact  that  they  're  clannish  an'  leal. 
An'  hae  aye  a  true  heart  for  puirtith  to  feel  ; 
Their  love  has  na  dimmed  for  their  hame  o'er  the  sea. 
The  land  o'  the  heather,  the  land  o'  the  free  ; 
That  the  honour  o'  Scotland  may  ne'er  beai-  a  blot 
Is  the  heart-wish  o'  every  true,  loyal  brither  Scot. 
"  Shouther  to  shouther." 

This  life's  a  sair  fecht  'mid  its  puirtith  an"  pain. 
But  the  wail  o'  the  sad,  Scotchmen  hear  na  in  \nin, 
An'  they  wha  wi'  plenty  or  little  are  blessed. 
Are  ready,  aye  ready,  to  help  the  distressed. 
Go  bravely  on,  Ijrithei's  ;  the  scourge  now  has  passed. 
An'  the  prayer  o'  the  stricken  is  answered  at  last ; 
And  should  in  the  future  new  troubles  appear, 
Vc  can  aye  count  on  help  frae  your  brethren  here. 
"  Slinnthoi-  to  shouther." 


TllK  MllKLANl)  (JLKX. 

Oh  !  l)onnie  rows  the  burnic  in  the  Muirland  Cdeii  ; 
There's  nae  a  spot  I  lo'o  sae  weel  in  a'  the  scenes  I  ken, 

Where  the  haws  an'  hazels  hing, 

An'  the  birds  sae  sweetly  sing, 
An'  the  gloamin'  breeze  Ijlaws  saftly  in  tli(>  Muirland  (Men. 

It  was  there  in  days  o'  childhoud,  in  the  Muirland  (Jlen, 
Ere  youth's  l)rightglam(iui-  faded  an'  its  joys  cam'  to  an  en', 

I  hae  roved  the  lee-lang  day 

Wi'  the  frien's  noo  far  away. 
An'  oor  hearts  kenned  nouglit  Iml  simmer  in  tho  Mniiland 
Glen. 
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Gin  ye  ask  me  why  I  lo'e  sae  weel  the  ISIuirland  Glen, 
I  'd  maybe  blush  an'  falter,  an'  say  I  dinna  ken ; 

But  if  further  ye  should  spier, 

I  might  maybe  hint  that  here 
Lives  the  lassie  I  lo'e  dearly  in  the  ]\Iuirland  Glen. 

But  there  's  anither  reason  why  I  lo'e  the  Muirland  Glen  : 
There 's  a  Avee  thatched  cottage  near  it  wi'  a  cosy  but  an' 
ben, 

An'  it 's  here  I  'd  wish  to  bide 

When  I  win  my  winsome  bride. 
Where  nae  warld's  cares  can  reach  us  in  the  Muirland  Glen. 


THE  LITTLE  WHITE  COT  IN  THE  CLEARING. 

Dowx  in  yon  little  white  cot  in  the  clearing, 
Where  the  bright  summer  roses  encircle  the  door, 

Dwells  a  sweet  maiden 

With  eyes  beauty  laden, 
And  dark  raven  tresses  her  brow  streaming  o'er. 
Soft  is  her  glance  as  the  bright  summer  dawning. 
Ere  the  fierce  sun  sheds  his  fire-piercing  dart ; 

Gentle  and  airy. 

Like  light  flitting  fairy, 

Sweet  winsome  Mary, 
The  maid  of  my  heart. 

Down  by  yon  little  white  cot  in  the  clearing 
Often  I  roam  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

Listening  her  singing, 

Like  silver  bells  ringing 
Borne  on  the  soft  twilight  zephyrs  away ; 
Then  will  a  feeling  steal  over  my  spirit, 
Wafting  me  backward  to  childhood's  bright  day, 

Years  when  no  sadness 

Darkened  our  gladness, 

Nor  yet  love's  madness 
Held  me  in  swav. 
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Down  ill  yon  little  white  cot  in  tiie  clearing 
Gladly  I  '<!  linger  till  life's  closing  scene. 

No  more  to  wuTuler, 

Though  scenes  of  bright  grandeur 
Tempted  my  wild  roving  footsteps  again  : 
But  in  that  cottage,  though  ever  so  humhle, 
Blithe  would  I  be  as  a  bird  on  the  wing, 

Never  to  weary, 

Though  others  arc  dreary, 

But  with  my  dcai'ie 
A  liirht-hearted  king. 


MV  BONNIE  BORDER  LASSIE. 

WiiKitK  rivers  row  to  meet  the  sea, 

An'  hills  their  crests  are  rearin', 
Where  verdant  valleys  tempt  oor  feet, 

AVi'  1)irds  an'  Howcrs  sae  cheerin"  : 
By  gentle  slopes  where  bluebells  gleam, 

On  gowaned  meadows  grassy, 
The  fairest  tlower  that  blossoms  there  's 

My  bonnie  Border  Lassie. 

As  snaw  on  Cheviot's  hoary  crest, 

Sae  pure's  my  Avinsome  Mary, 
Like  zephyrs  saft  in  Bowmont  vale, 

Her  step  is  light  an'  airy  ; 
An'  tho'  she  treats  me  wi'  disdain. 

An'  looks  sac  proud  an'  saucy, 
She's  mair  to  me  than  tongue  can  tell. 

My  botinic  r>oi'der  Lassie. 

I  kcnna  if  her  heart  may  turn 

An"  thiid<  o'  me  wi'  favour, 
Vet  I  wad  guard  her  wi'  my  life 

Frae  him  wha  wad  deceive  her  ; 
But  whae'er  wins  her,  time  will  prove, 

Tho'  warldly  cares  harass  ye^ 
They'll  a'  dispel  before  the  smile 

0'  mv  dear  P)orflor  Lassie. 
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OUR  COORTIN'  DAYS. 

Oh  !  Maggie,  dae  ye  mind 

0'  our  coortiii'  days, 
When  in  simmer  we  reclined 

On  the  mossy  braes. 
An'  the  gowans  braw  I  'd.  pu', 
Wi'  the  wavin'  bells  sae  blue, 
To  bind  aroun'  your  broo, 

In  our  coortin'  days  1 

Oh  !  the  mavis  sang  sae  sweet 

In  our  coortin'  days, 
AVhere  the  wimplin'  burnies  meet, 

'Mang  the  hazels  an'  the  slaes ; 
When  the  gloamin'  shadows  fell, 
An'  we  felt  their  soothin'  spell, 
We  hae  trysted  in  the  dell. 

In  our  coortin'  days. 

Dae  ye  mind  the  sangs  we  'd  sing 

In  our  coortin'  days. 
When  we  made  the  valley  ring 

Wi'  our  cheery  lays  ; 
Or  we  'd  whisper  o'er  an'  o'er, 
As  we  'd  aften  dune  before, 
0'  the  joys  we  had  in  store. 

In  our  coortin'  days  1 

When  the  moon  lit  up  the  vales, 

In  our  coortin'  days, 
I  hae  tauld  thee  eerie  tales 

0'  the  midnicht  fays  ; 
For  I  kenn'd  ye  'd  closer  press 
To  my  side,  my  bonnie  lass, 
An'  I  cheered  thee  wi'  a  kiss. 

In  our  coortin'  days. 

We  hae  journeyed  side  by  side 

Sin'  our  coortin'  days, 
A'  our  bairns  we  see  wi'  pride 

Takin'  after  our  ways ; 
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An'  tho'  noo  we're  gettin'  auld, 
An'  we  're  wrinkled,  grey,  an'  bald, 
Our  love  has  ne'er  grown  cauld 
Sin'  our  coortin'  days. 

Let  lovers  aye  mak'  sure, 

In  their  coortin'  days. 
Their  affection 's  Avarm  an'  pure, 

As  the  sun's  bricht  rays ; 
For  that  love  is  but  a  name. 
An'  a  fitfu'  cauldrife  Hanie, 
If  in  age  is  no'  the  same 
As  in  coortin'  days, 


WHEN  THE  KYE  GANG  TO  THE  ^lUIU. 

Oh  !  hae  ye  seen  my  lassie, 
Oh  !  hae  ye  seen  my  queen, 
On  simmer  days, 
By  mossy  braes, 
At  Pol\vart-on-the-Green  ? 
I  'ra  sure  ye  'd  ken  my  lassie, 
Gin  e'er  ye  twasome  met. 
At  early  morn 
Beside  the  thorn 
When  flowers  wi'  dew  are  wet. 

Her  cheeks  are  aye  sae  rosy, 

Her  broo  is  aye  sae  fair, 
When  I  meet  my  ain  dear  lassie 
As  the  kye  gang  to  tho  nniir. 

At  milkiii'  in  the  moiiiing, 
There  's  no'  a  lassie  there, 

Tho'  buxom  ([uecns. 

Just  in  their  teens, 
That  can  wi'  her  compare  : 
And,  oh  !  I  feel  sae  happy 
Whene'er  my  lassie 's  by  ; 

The  herd  himsel' 

Seems  in  a  spell, 
An'  thinks  tia  o'  his  kye. 
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The  time  sac  quickly  passes, 

Wi'  merry  daffin'  there, 
Among  the  lads  an'  lassies 

When  the  kye  gang  to  the  muir. 

Oh  !  shall  I  win  my  charmer. 
An'  ca'  her  aye  my  ain  1 
I  'd  rather  hae 
Her  smile  for  aye 
Than  a'  the  warld's  gain  ; 
I  'd  rather  hae  a  cottage. 
Be  hamely  clad  an'  a', 
Wi'  her  to  share 
Love's  pleasure  there, 
Than  wealth  an'  housin'  braw. 

I  ken  na  gin  she  lo'es  me. 

But  just  to  ease  my  care, 
I  '11  spier  her  in  the  mornin' 

When  the  kye  gang  to  the  muir. 


WHERE  DUTY  CALLS. 

Where  duty  calls  to  daring  deeds, 

The  British  soldier  onward  speeds  ; 

Xo  fear  unnerves  the  stalwart  arm, 

Xo  fearful  odds  can  cause  alarm  : 

He  goes  to  fight  for  Britain's  cause, 

He  goes  defending  freedom's  laws ; 

For  home  and  country  proud  to  go 

To  meet  the  stern  unsparing  foe. 

On  to  the  front  when  the  bugle  calls  ; 
What  though  like  hail  the  red  shot  falls. 
On  through  the  smoke  and  din,  fearing  no  foe, 
Where  duty  calls,  they  go. 

Where  duty  calls  when  the  sea  runs  high, 

And  heard  is  the  shipwrecked  sailor's  cry. 

No  thought  of  danger  unnerves  the  hand 

When  the  lifeboat  shoots  from  the  surf-beat  strand ; 

Over  the  crests  of  the  surging  wave. 

With  only  one  thought — of  the  lives  to  save. 

They  seek  no  reward  for  the  deeds  they  do — 

No  heroes  so  brave  as  the  lifeboat  crew. 
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AVhat  though  death  looks  in  the  sailor's  eyes, 
Sturdy  and  strong  the  oar  he  plies  ; 
Nerved  by  the  cries  of  despair  and  woe, 
Where  duty  calls,  they  go. 

Wlien  duty  calls  to  the  Haraing  fire. 

Where  the  scorching  tongues  mount  higher  and  higher, 

When  the  flames  shoot  out  over  roof  and  wall 

And  the  tottering  pile  seems  about  to  fall, 

The  fireman  mounts  'mid  the  red-hot  blaze, 

Nor  thought  of  danger  his  progress  stays. 

Till  the  helpless  victims  are  saved  at  last ; 

No  rest  they  seek  till  the  danger's  past. 

Through  the  burning  blaze,  through  the  smoke  and 
To  save  from  the  jaws  of  a  fiery  toml),  [fume, 

Fearless  they  mount  where  the  I'cd  Hames  glow- 
Where  duty  calls,  they  go. 

KEEP  A  CORNER  IN  YOUR  HEART  FOR  ME. 

You  have  many  friends  who  love  you, 
And  who  pray  the  Power  above  you 

To  guard  and  guide  wherever  you  may  l>e  ; 
Yet  though  they  love  sincerely, 
And  seek  your  welfare  dearly. 

Keep  a  corner  in  your  heart  for  me. 
Chonis — I  ask  not  all  your  heart, 

I  'm  content  to  share  a  part ; 

Ordy  keep  a  little  cori\cr  in  your  heart  for  me. 

Tho'  you  may  have  lovers  many. 
Yet  liot  plighted  vows  with  any, 

And  art  still  a  maiden  young  and  fancy  free. 
Don't  forget  me  altogether, 
Do  not  let  old  friendships  wither  ; 

Keep  a  corner  in  your  heart  for  me. — Chorus. 

In  the  happy  days  of  childhood 
We  together  roamed  the  wildwooil. 

When  skies  were  bright  and  life  was  full  of  glee  ; 
Then  whatever  fate  betide  us, 
Tho'  distant  seas  divide  us. 

Keep  a  corner  in  your  heart  for  me. — ('horus. 


IV. 

lP»oeins  toun&e5  on  familiar 
Scottisb  proverbs  an&  Sainncis. 

"  Tlie  wisdom  of  many  and  the  wit  of  one."— Earl  Bu-^-'ibll. 
"  The  short  expression  of  a  long  experience."— Cercrt«ie.s. 

"  Proverbs  preserve  the  genius,  wit,  and  sinrit  of  a  nation." 

— Bacon. 
"  Jewels  five  words  long, 
That  on  the  stretch'd  forefinger  of  all  Time 
Sparkle  for  ever." — Tennyson. 


IV. 

P0EM8  FOUNDED  ON  FAMILIAR 
SCOTTISH  PROVERBS  AND  SAYINGS. 


CREEP  BEFORE  YE  GANG. 

Ye  chiel's  wha  spend  your  brichtest  hours 

On  "  trifies  licht  as  air," 
Build  towering  castles  in  the  clouds 

That  end  but  in  despair. 
Ne'er  seek  to  jum})  owre  far  at  first ; 

For  tho'  the  roads  be  lang, 
The  slowest 's  aye  the  surest  gate ; 

Sae  creep  before  you  gang. 

Ye  see  that  toddlin'  fair-haired  wean 

That  crousely  gi'es  his  craw  ; 
Oh  !  hoo  he  struggles  sair  to  reach 

The  pictures  on  the  wa'. 
By  chair  and  table-fit  he  bauds, 

As  slow  he  crawls  alang ; 
He 's  learning  noo  the  lesson, — he 

Maun  creep  before  he  '11  gang. 

In  mony  o'  the  walks  o'  life 

We  bigger  bairns  here 
May  learn  a  lesson  fraught  wi'  truth, 

Hoo  we  our  course  should  steer  : 
The  race  is  no'  gi'en  to  the  swift. 

Nor  battle  to  the  Strang, 
An'  rich  an'  puir  alike  maun  learn 

To  creep  before  they  gang. 
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If  routh  o'  riches  be  your  wish, 

Ye  niauniia  end  vvi'  wishes  ; 
The  gowfl  will  slip  your  fingers  thro' 

Like  sina'  fish  thro'  the  meshes. 
Just  tak'  as  muckle  care  to  keep 

The  pennies  frae  gauu  wraiig, 
Nor  grumble  that  they're  hard  to  get, 

But  creep  before  ye  gang. 

If  ye  want  knowledge,  ye  will  find 

'Tis  hard  to  get  the  same  ; 
There's  tiae  royal  load  to  learnin'. 

Ye  maun  climh  the  hill  o'  fame. 
But  be  na  frichten'd  at  the  thocht 

0'  strugglin'  sair  an'  larig ; 
The  first  blow  s  half  the  l)attle,  sae 

Just  creep  before  ye  gang. 

'Tis  richt  to  seek  for  honest  fame, 

If  ye  wad  only  mind 
Ne'er  to  get  pufi'd  wi'  warldly  pride 

When  honour's  path  ye  find. 
Aye  keep  bricht  honour's  star  iji  view 

As  ye  press  thro'  the  thrang ; 
Ye '11  gain  the  summit  some  fine  day, 

Sae  creep  before  ye  gang. 

But  trust  na  fame  or  wealth  to  l»ring 

Ye  joy  an'  peace  o'  mind  ; 
It  isna  every  wealthy  chiel' 

Can  true  enjoyment  find. 
The  simplest  joys  are  aye  the  best. 

The}-  leave  nae  bitter  ."<tang- 
Sae  cultivate  a  cheerfu'  mind. 

An'  creep  before  ye  gang. 

An'  trust  na  ilka  sleepy  cove 
Wha  seeks  your  confidence  ; 

Aye  keep  your  weather  eye  awake, 
An'  lippcn  Providence ; 
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Else  ye  will  surely  miss  your  way, 

Till  thieves  ye  fa'  amang, 
An'  learn,  by  sad  experience, 

To  creep  before  ye  gang. 

But  think  na  the  chief  end  o'  man 

Is  to  find  happiness, 
An'  seek  in  wealth,  or  lear,  or  fame 

Ae  drap  o'  lasting  bliss. 
Na,  na ;  just  dae  the  thing  that 's  richt. 

An'  ye  will  find,  ere  lang, 
A  conscience  clear  will  smooth  3'our  Avay  : 

Sae  creej)  before  you  gang. 

Oor  younkers  noo-a-days,  I  find, 

Talk  big,  an'  boast  like  men  ; 
There's  naething  ye  can  teach  them,  for 

What  is  't  they  dinna  ken  1 
They  're  lookin'  owre  sune  oot  the  nest. 

But  they  maun  learn,  ere  lang. 
To  tak'  advice  frae  aulder  heads, 

An'  creep  before  they  gang. 

An'  there  are  chiel's  wha  swagger  fine, 

A'  dress'd  in  borrow'd  plumes, 
Ein  lang  accounts  wi'  sni])  an'  moh, 

But  think  na  o'  the  sums ; 
When  some  day,  up  the  donkey  goes 

An'  down  the}'  come  slap-bang, 
Till  on  their  knees  they  spell  the  creed, 

To  creep  before  they  gang. 

Noo  a'  you  coves  wi'  empty  heads 

Wha  hae  a  wish  to  learn. 
An'  you  puir  chiel's  wi'  pooches  toom 

Gin  honest  wealth  ye  'd  earn, 
Think  na  the  goal  is  owre  far  aff, — 

The  road  owre  steep  an'  lang ; 
Tak'  tent, — ye  '11  gain  the  prize,  gin  ye 

Will  creep  before  ye  gang. 
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COME  OO'l'  I'WAK  MANG  THE  XP:EPS. 

Ell  1  callaiits,  (liie  ye  iniiul   the  tinn'  when  yniitli  was  in  its 

prime, 
Oor    schulehoy   days — oor    brichtc<t    day- — life's   cheery, 

cloudless  time  1 
What  praidvs  we  played,  what  lieviii  i aids  wc  planned  baith 

nicht  an'  morn, 
As  thochtless  as  the  maukins  that  were  nilthlin'  'mang  the 

corn  ; 
When   baigies   were   just  at    tlioir  best,    we've   ventured 

'mang  the  shaws. 
Nor  thocht  for  sic  misdeeds  we  yet  should  feel  the  maister's 

tawse  : 
Until    a   ruidvled    face    a])pears — a    voice    oor    paikmcnt 

threeps — 
'•  Ye  deevils,  buckics,  that  ye  are.  come  oot  frae  'mang  the 

neeps." 

Aye  mony  lia])py  days  we  had  at  Polwarth-on-the-Green, 
When    thocht Icssly    we    ventured    where   we    kenn'd    ^vf' 

sudna  l)een  ; 
Thro'  slaps    an'  stiles,  owre    bank    an"   b\u-n,    to  hunt  for 

scroggs  an'  slaes. 
Or  maybe  harry  lav'i-ocks'  nests  by  Marchmont's  woods  an' 

braes ; 
We  catched  the  mennonts  i'  the  l>urn,  or  chased  the  startled 

hare, 
Noi-  thocht  oor  voices  conld  be  heaid.  or  ocht  to  fi-icht  us 

there ; 
But  see  us  rin  for  life  or  death — when  thro'  the  bushes  creeps 
The    keeper's  doug,  an'  shouts  arc  heard,   "Get  oot  frae 
inang  the  neeps." 

When  atddcr  grown,  like  a"  the  chicrs,  I'd  Itut  to  hae  a  lass, 
An'  mony  a  winnin'  glance  I  cuist  aroun'  oor  singin'  class  ; 
For  there  were  sonsy  hissies  there  wi'  pawky  rougish  een, 
An'  ane  I  took  a  fancy  till — the  miller's  dochter,  Jean  ; 
But  whether  I  was  rather  slow,  or  no,  I  dinna  ken  ; 
But  when  I  just  was   spierin' — "could   I  see  her  up  the 
jrlen  " — 
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Her  lad — I  ne'er  jaloused  she  "d  ane — between   us  canny 

creeps, 
An'  wi'  a  dunch  he  says  to  me,   ''  Get  oot  frae  'mang  the 

neeps."' 

When  oot  I  steer'd  into  the  war!'  to  warsle  for  mysel', 
Wi'  monv  pitfa's  'mang  mv  feet  where  thochtless  comrades 

fell, 
I  didna  aye  steer  clear  o'  them,  hut  still  I  kept  my  grip. 
An'  managed  to  get  thro'  the  mire  Avhene'er  I  made  a  slip ; 
An'  then  I'd  aften  think  o'  what  my  faither  used  to  say, 
"Gin  wicked,  drinkin'    comrades  seek   to  wile  your  feet 

astray, 
You're   sure   to   get  yoursel'   defiled  gin  ye    consort   Avi' 

sweeps  ; 
Sae  when  you're  like  to   tint   your   gate,  come   oot  frae 

'mang  the  neeps." 

In  business,  too,  I  ventured  whiles  a  wee  thocht  aff  the  road, 
When  no  content  to  save  by  sma's  an'  cautiously  to  plod  ; 
I  took  a  dab  in  railway  shares,  or  else  in  minin'  stock, 
An"  used  to  di'eam  o'  wealth  secured,  until  the  bubble  broke. 
Then,  wi'  a  pooch  as  toom  as  when  a  laddie  at  the  schule, 
I  groaned  o'er  a'  my  bawbees  gane,  an'  ca'd  mysel'  a  fule  ; 
But  when  the  cloud  o'  ruin  breaks,  an'  daylicht  ance  mair 

peeps, 
I  learned  a  lesson  that  wad  last  Avhen  oot  frae  'mang  the  neeps. 

I  've  no'  forgot  the  lesson  yet,  an'  aftentimes  sinsyne. 
Whene'er   1   strayed   frae   duty's   path,    an'    crossed    the 

boundary  line, — 
When  sinfu'  pleasures  tempted  me,  and  lured  me  into  ill, 
I  've  wavered — left  the  narrow  road — but  yet,  when  a'  was 

still. 
When  nicht  cam'  on  wi'  gruesome  gloom,  an'  a'  was  dark 

an'  drear, 
I  've  kent  the  sweat  come  o'er  my  broo,  my  heart  to  cpiake 

wi'  fear  : 
An'  Avhispered  chidiu'.s,  frae  the  wee  sma'  voice  that  never 

sleeps, 
Rang  i"  my  ears  as  i'  the  past — "Come  oot  frae  'mang  the 

neeps." 
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DOOX  AT  THE  HEEL. 

This  life  is  a  warsle  at  best,  ye '11  alloo, 

An'  we  hae  niony  back-sets  before  we  win  thro' ; 

But  sic  things  we  could  thole  gin  it  were  na  the  way 

Your  frien's  look  asklent  when  ye  tint  what  ye  hae. 

When  ye  need  na  their  help — oh  !  it's  a'  very  weel, 

But  their  sang  seems  to  change  when  you're  doon  at  the  heel. 

It 's  a  garment  o'  shoddy — a  fabric  o'  thrums, 

The  frien'.ship  that  cools  when  adversity  comes; 

Ye '11  hae  plonty  o'  frien's  iji  youi-  bricht  simmer  hours, 

When  your  pathway  is  cheery  wi'  suiilicht  an'  Howers ; 

But  let  a  bit  frost  come,  their  fcolin's  congeal, 

An'  their  hearts  ttu-n  like  ice  when  you  're  doon  at  the  heel. 

When  ye  needna  their  help,  oh  I  they  '11  mak'  sic  a  phraise  ; 

But  ance  ye  get  scanty  o'  meat  an'  o'  claes, 

What  tho'  at  your  table  they  've  eaten  an'  drank 

When  they  kenn'd  ye  'd  a  balance  a'  safe  at  the  bank, 

As  ye  briestod  tlie  l)rae  they  wad  help  3'e  to  speel ; 

But  they'll  shove  ye  aside  when  you're  doon  at  the  heel. 

If  in  manners  and  speech  you're  as  rude  as  a  cad, 

Your  fau'ts  they  '11  o'erlook  ;  but  you  're  a'  thing  that  s  bad 

Gin  ye  hae  a  come-doon,  thro'  nae  fau't  0'  your  ain  ; 

Ye  '11  fin'  ye  '11  be  left  just  to  toddle  your  lane  ; 

Ye  may  die  in  a  ditch,  3'e  ma}'  beg  or  may  steal ; 

It 's  nae  business  o'  theirs  when  you  're  doon  at  the  heel. 

Ne'er  min'  hoo  ye  got  it,  if  siller  ye  hae, 
Ye  "11  be  flattered  an'  praised  ilka  hour  o'  the  day  : 
At  kirk  ye '11  be  welcomed,  sae  lang's  ye  donate 
A  share  o'  your  ill-gotten  wealth  to  the  plate  ; 
Gin  they  dinna  just  brand  ye  a  limb  o'  the  deil. 
Ye  '11  get  the  cauld  shouther  wheti  doon  at  the  heel. 

I  'm  sweer  to  believe  that  a'  mankind 's  the  same, 

But  it 's  best  gin  ye  needna  their  praise  or  their  blame ; 

Just  steer  your  ain  path,  an'  ne'er  trust  to  the  reed 

That's  sure  to  gie  way  when  assistance  ye  need  ; 

Keep  your  frien'  i'  your  pooch     hae  a  heart  that  can  feel, 

An'  a  lian'  tliat  will  help  them  tliat 's  doon  at  the  heel. 
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BE  AS  GUID  AS  YE  CAX. 

It  's  no'  gi'en  to  men  to  attain  to  perfection, 

Tho'  whiles  they  rax  oot  an'  get  weel  up  the  brae ; 

But  because  o'  the  fac',  ne'er  gie  way  to  dejection, 
An'  say,  "  It 's  nae  use,  let  us  strive  as  we  may  " ; 

There 's  naebody  asks  ye  to  try  it,  my  man. 

But  this  ye  can  dae — be  as  guid  as  ye  can. 

We  a'  hae  oor  failin's,  it 's  nae  use  denyin't, 
Tho'  Avhiles  we  are  laith  to  alloo  it 's  the  fac', 

An'  when  taxed  wi'  the  same,  then  we  birse  up  defiant, 
An'  try  to  mak'  everything  white,  when  it 's  black  ; 

Far  better  to  boo  to  the  verdic'  afF-han', 

An'  to  square  the  account — be  as  guid  as  3^6  can. 

Hoo  often  we  see  the  bit  bairns,  like  their  aulders, 
Wi'  nieves  ready  doubl't,  just  likely  to  fecht, 

For  the  hate  o'  the  man  in  the  wee  briestie  smothers, 
An'  it 's  just  in  degree  gin  the  differ  is  aucht ; 

An'  the  words  o'  advice  come  wi'  truth  to  the  man, 

"  Noo  gree,  bairnies,  gree — be  as  guid  as  ye  can." 

An'  the  lassies — the  joy  o'  existence — God  bless  them, 
We  ken  they  've  their  fau'ts  like  their  auld  mither  Eve ;, 

But,  just  as  they  are,  we  are  fain  to  embrace  them, 
An'  vow  an'  protest  mair  than  's  safe  to  believe : 

Noo,  lassies,  ye  hae  a  great  poo'er  in  your  han'. 
For  weel  or  for  wae — be  as  guid  as  ye  can. 

We  ken  there  is  muckle  to  mak'  us  dejected, 
When  lookin'  aroun'  on  life's  folly  an'  sin; 

We  see  wealthy  rogues  a'  sae  highly  respected, 
Wi'  cuffs  for  the  puir  folk  wha  laljour  an'  spin  : 

Yet  to  grumble  at  fortune,  or  foolishly  ban, 

Is  to  mak'  maitters  waur — be  as  guid  as  ye  can. 

We  've  a'  muckle  need  the  advice  to  be  takin'. 

An'  no'  look  on  ithers  as  only  to  blame — 
At  oor  neibours'  shortcomin's  eternally  craikin', 

When  Ave,  mair  mensefu'-like,  should  be  lookin'  at  hame ; 
Gin  ye  get  aff'  the  straucht,  just  own  up  like  a  man. 
An'  in  deed  or  in  word — be  as  guid  as  ye  can. 
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IT   MlClir   IIAK   liKKX   WAL'K. 

TilKltK  isiKi  :ui  ill  lliat  owretak's  us  in  life, 
Tho'  just  at  tlic  time  rather  grievous  to  l)ear, 

But  what,  when  we  look  rouu'  where  troul)le  is  rife, 
Will  no'  seem  sae  bad  gin  we'll  only  compare 

AVhat  ithers  endure  ;  an'  wherever  we  are, 

\\'e  11  hae  this  consolation — it  niicht  hae  been  w  aur. 

JSuccess  disna  aye  croon  oor  etibrts,  ye  '11  fin'. 
But  o'  lo-ises  an'  crosses  oor  life  is  made  up  : 

Aften  serious  eneuch  to  unl)alance  the  min', 

When  frae  oor  parched  lips  fate  has  dashed  doon  the  cup; 

An'  we  think  we've  been  born  'neath  some  ill-omened  star, 

An'  it's  nae  use  to  strive — -yet  it  micht  hae  been  waur. 

The  hopes  o'  oor  youth  rarely  come  to  fruition, 
Tho'  that  is  nae  reason  for  ceasin'  to  strive; 

An'  tho'  we  ne'er  reach  the  exalted  position 

We  longed  for,  yet  guid  may  reward  us  belyve ; 

We  maun  ever  be  ready  to  dae  an'  to  daur. 

An'  meet  life's  rebufls  wi'  "It  micht  hae  been  waur." 

Is  it  losses  in  business,  the  fruits  o'  lang  years 
0'  labour  an'  thrift  that  hae  suddenly  gone  ? 

An'  we  mak'  a  sad  molliegrunt  mingled  wi'  tears, 
As  waesome's  a  coo  in  an  unco  lang  loan  ; 

Hoots  !  man,  dinna  sit  doon  an"  muse  your  despair  ;  [waur. 

Gin  ve've  health  yet,  an'  sti'engtii,  weel— it  micht  hae  been 

Or  you're  pinin'  awa' — are  ye  blighted  in  lite, 

VVhen  some  lassie  has  played  wi'  a  lo\e  that  was  true  '/ 

An'  ye  see  her  anither's — a  fair,  bloomin'  wife, 
Wi'  the  smiles  an'  caresses  ance  jjlightcd  to  you  : 

What  tho'  on  your  heart  there's  a  deep  i)ainfu'  scaur, 

Time  will  heal  it,  an'  show  ye  it  micht  hae  been  waur. 

In  fac',  there's  nae  ill  that  can  come  to  us  here 
That  hasna  its  use,  gin  we  only  could  see 't ; 

Beliin'  the  black  clouds  there's  a  sun  ever  clear, 

That  shall  yet  thrill  wi'  joy  the  wee  Howers  at  oor  feet; 

Let  us  look  'yont  the  clouds  to  the  sunshine  afai'. 

An'  shut  oot  life's  gloom  wi'  "It  micht  hae  been  waur." 
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WHUSTLE  OX  YOUR  DOUG. 

There  's  nae  mistak'  aboot  it, 
That  we  aften  gang  astray, 
An'  funny  things  we  say  at  times, 

An'  daft-like  things  we  dae ; 
An'  aft  we  fin',  when  rather  late, 

Far  better  wad  it  be 
Gin  we  could  just  restrain  oorsels 
When  like  to  gang  agee. 

Sae  just  a  wee  bit  soun'  advice 

I  '11  whisper  i'  your  lug, 
Whene'er  ye  tint  yer  gate,  baud  up, 
An'  whustle  on  your  doug. 

See  yonder  cummers  gossipin' 

'Boot  ither  folk's  concerns, 
An'  a'  the  while  neglectin'  to 

Look  after  their  ain  bairns ; 
Gin  they  wad  only  look  at  hame, 

An'  min'  their  ain  affairs. 

They  'd  be  a  hantle  better  aff. 

An'  free  frae  vexin'  cares. 

Sae  just  a  wee  bit  soun"  advice 

I'll  whisper  i'  your  lug, 
Your  duty 's  plain,  look  to  your  ain. 
An'  whustle  on  your  doug. 

The  bairns  will  no'  gang  far  astray. 

An'  gie  ye  cause  to  fret, 
Gin  ye  will  dae  your  pairt,  an'  aye 

A  guid  example  set ; 
An'  should  the}-  gang  a  wee  thocht  wrang, 

An'  chum  wi'  orra  weans, 
Wi'  canny  ban'  just  guide  them  back 
To  hame  an'  lovin'  frien's. 

Sae  just  a  wee  bit  soun'  advice 

I  'II  whisper  i"  your  lug. 
Keep  i'  the  straucht  road  aye  yoursel', 
An'  whustle  on  vour  dous:. 
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AVhen  oiiy  thiii^  o'^'iys  wiaiig  wi'  iis, 

We  're  sure  to  shift  the  bhiine, 
Or  hue  excuses  ready-made, 

An'  lee  to  hide  oor  shame  ; 

But  fairer,  manlier  wad  it  be 

To  own  the  fau't's  oor  ain, 

Then  after-thochts  wad  never  come 

To  cause  us  grief  an'  pain. 

Sae  just  a  wee  liit  soun"  advice 

111  whisper  i'  your  lug, 
Just  ])ut  the  blame  whei'e  it  should  licht, 
An'  whustlc  on  \()ur  doui;. 


WHEN  THE  PAT  KTXS  OWRE. 

We're  aye  owre  Avise  ahint  the  han', 

I  've  heard  my  faither  say, 
An'  gie  advice  to  ither  folk 

When  ony  wiang  they  dae  ; 
We  tell  them  what  they  should  hae  dune 

Ere  this  or  that  occurred, 
But  when  we  come  to  think  awhile 
It's  aften-timcs  absurd. 

Your  afterwut  is  oot  o'  place, 

Prevention  past  your  power, 
Gin  ye  wait  to  seek  the  ladle 
Till  the  pat  rins  owre. 

When  i'  oor  bairns  a  fau't  we  fin' 

It  should  at  ance  be  checked. 
For  tiny  fau'ts,  like  weeds,  will  grow 

Till  iiuiocencc  is  wrecked  ; 
Wi'  precept  an'  example  baith 

Encouiage  them  i'  guid, 
An'  ne'er  owrelook  the  wee-est  fau't, 
But  nip  it  i'  the  bud. 

For  human  nature  sune  will  warji 

The  sweetest  temper  sour, 
Gin  you  wait  to  seek  the  ladle 
Till  the  pat  rins  owre. 
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Gin  business  troubles  loom  afar, 

It  winna  dae  ava 
To  shut  your  een  to  comin'  cares, 

Till  storms  arouri'  you  blaw  ; 
Get  up  an'  pit  your  boose  to  ricbts 

To  meet  the  comin'  blast, 
An'  tak'  i'  sail,  as  Jack  wad  say. 
Until  the  storm  is  past. 

In  sunshine  we  maun  be  prepared 
For  times  when  tempests  lower ; 
For  ye  needna  seek  the  ladle 
When  the  pat  rins  owre. 

E'en  i'  the  truest  love  affairs 

Whiles  something  gangs  agley, 
Sae  dinna  fail  to  own  your  fau't 

When  there  's  a  chance  to  gree  ; 
For  hate  ma}'  grow  where  love  has  been. 

An'  hearts  grow  cauld  an'  sear  ; 
Sae  speak  the  word,  an'  mak'  it  up 
Before  you  tint  your  dear. 

For  should  she  tak'  anither  ban', 
Hoo  like  a  fule  you  'd  glower. 
An'  vainly  seek  the  ladle 
When  the  pat  rins  owre. 


SPIT  ON  YOUR  HANDS. 

In  a  leisurely,  thochtfu'  kind  o'  way 

I  was  takin'  a  quiet  walk. 
When  I  sat  me  doon  near  some  bairns  at  plaj'. 

An'  listened  a  while  to  their  talk  : 
They  were  try  in'  to  loup  owre  a  glaury  hole, 

An'  the  biggest  anes  took  it  clear, 
But  a  wee  ane  wavered,  an'  wadna  jump 
Till  they  gied  him  a  word  o'  cheer. 

"Noo,  Johnny,"  they  said,  "it's  easy  eneuch 

We  '11  see  that  ye  dinna  coup ; 
Ye  needna  be  feared  for  a  jaup  o'  glaur ; 
Just  spit  on  your  hands,  an'  loup." 
14 
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An'  I  said  to  inysel',  there  's  a  lesson  here 

For  men  as  \\ce\  as  for  weans  ; 
If  there's  ony  tiling  worth  tryin'  to  dac, 

Wc  shonklna  spare  eH'ort  or  jiaiiis  : 
Be  na  feared  tho'  obstacles  stan"  in  your  way, 

Press  on  wi'  an  object  in  view  ; 
Gin  ye  be  determined  to  gain  yonr  end, 
Ten  chances  to  atie  ye  'II  won  through. 

Ye  may  be  shoved  back  nioiiy  times  in  a  day, 

An'  declare  that  it's  no  worth  a  rush  : 
Brace  up,  man,  determined  to  carry  your  point 
Just  spit  on  your  hands,  an'  [)ush. 


I've  seen  mony  men  wi'  the  struggles  they 've  had 

Gie  themsel's  clean  up  to  despair. 
Lose  a'  regard  as  to  wluit  ithers  thocht, 
An'  the  future  ne'er  cost  them  a  care. 
Could  they  hae  been  moved  a  brave  effort  to  niak'. 

Sic  ol)Stacles  quickly  wad  tlee, 
An'  wi'  strength  to  endure,  success  wad  be  sure, 
Till  they  gained  the  tap  o'  the  tree. 

Then  dinna  sit  doon  to  glunch  an'  gloom, 

Oidy  coAvards  their  duty  will  shirk  ; 
Look  up  !  there's  a  future  a-heid  o'  ye  yet ; 
.lust  spit  on  your  hands,  an'  work. 


Look  liack  owre  the  past  to  the  guid  an"  the  great, 

W'ha  hao  made  their  mark  in  the  wuiT  ; 
Uno  bravely  they've  struggled  to  s})oel  tlio  brae 

"Gainst  mony  a  dunt  an'  diil. 
Auld  Scotia's  sons  in  far-awa'  lands 
Ilae  gained  mony  places  o'  trust. 
Because  they  resolved,  as  the  Vaid<ees  wad  say, 
To  gain  what  they  aimed  at,  or  "bust." 

A  stoot  heart  will  cliiid>  up  the  steojiest  o'  braes, 

A\'hile  the  timid  will  sit  doon  an'  sigh  ; 
But,  if  aucht  is  worth  daein',  it's  worth  daein'  weel, 
Sae  spit  on  your  hands,  aji'  try. 
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DINNA  DROON  THE  MILLER. 

It  's  no'  alane  when  brewiii'  o' 

A  bowl  o'  whisky  toddy 
That  ane  is  apt  to  stint  the  maut, 

Until  it  has  nae  body  ; 
Gae  me  nae  brash  o'  water  wi' 
A  wee  tate  sugar  sweetened, 
A  mixture  fushionless  an'  wairsh, 
We  're  better  far  withooten  't. 
Just  mak'  the  reamin'  usquebae 
A  dose  to  drive  dull  care  away ; 
Ne'er  stint  the  generous  barley  bree, 
An'  dinna  droon  the  miller. 

While  some  their  pleasures  grudgin'  tak' 

In  homeopathic  doses, 
An'  seem  to  hug  their  bed  o'  thorns 

In  preference  to  the  roses  ; 
Sae  ithers,  whase  life's  problem  seems 

To  taste  its  full  enjoyment, 
Ne'er  let  the  whirligig  be  stopped 
For  usefu'  wise  employment. 
A  better  way  to  me  it  seems 
Is  to  avoid  these  mad  extremes, 
Drink  wi'  a  zest  when  pleasure  brims, 
An'  dinna  droon  the  miller. 

E'en  love  itsel',  that  sweetens  a' 

Oor  youth  an'  manhood's  dreamin', 
Should  be  encouraged  wisely,  lest 

It  curdles  in  the  creaniin' ; 
The  lowe  o'  love  maun  burn  slow 

To  be  in  age  a  solace, 
Else  we  '11  hae  nocht  in  life's  decline 
But  memories  o'  youth's  follies. 

Tak'  tent  then,  bairns,  an'  wisely  use 
Life's  sweetest  gift,  an'  ne'er  abuse  ; 
Let  love  be  honest,  kindly,  douce, 
An'  dinna  droon  the  miller. 


212  A   r.KKWii  KsiiiiiK  r.Aiin. 

E'en  fine  the  pu'pit  ye  will  hoar 

Piiir  sinners  aft  admonisiied, 
AVhilf  frac  his  text  the  jireacher  roams, 

Till  i)oint  an'  sense  hae  vanished  : 
See  lioo  ho  "11  beat  aboot  the  bush, 

Till  a'  his  admonitions 
Are  just  saemuckle  empty  chaH' 
0'  pithless  repetitions. 

Then  dinna  muk'  sue  muckle  din, 
Launch  forth  the  truth  an'  drive  it  in 
A  stahvart  foe  to  vice  an'  sin 
Will  never  droon  the  miller. 

Some  ane  has  wisely  said,  there  s  but 

A  step  'tween  pain  an'  pleasure, 
An'  sure  the  latter  aften  cloys 

^^'hen  folly  heaps  the  measure  ; 
An'  sae  there  is  a  quiet  sense 

0'  joy  Avhen  pain  is  lessened  ; 
AVhcn  violent  pangs  awee  subside, 
'Tis  bearable  an'  pleasant. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  we  may  sup 
The  richt  ingredients  frae  life's  cup, 
An'  sec  that  when  we  till  it  up 
We  dinna  droon  the  miller. 


AVE  A  SOMETHING. 

This  life  is  a  queei'  kind  o'  mixture  at  best, 
0'  pleasure  an'  soi-row.  o"  sunshine  an'  rain  ; 

For  when  we're  enjoyin  t  wi'  happiest  zest, 
There's  aye  a  something  to  gie  us  pain. 

In  youth,  what  bricht  dreams  o'  the  future  we  hae, 
0'  a  life  fu'  o'  cheeriest  laughter  an'  sang ; 

But  ere  manhood,  oor  dreams  hae  a'  faded  away, 
For  there's  aye  a  something  to  put  us  wrang. 

In  the  race  that  we  rin,  aft  oor  hopes  we  renew. 
An'  we  mak'  pretty  speed  owre  a  well-beaten  track 

We  put  on  a  spurt,  for  the  ])rize  is  in  view, 
lUit  there  's  aye  a  something  to  keep  us  back. 
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Be  it  honour  or  wealth  as  the  goal  we  desire, 
Wi'  honest  endeavour  we  strive  late  an'  sune ; 

But  when  nearin'  the  object  to  which  we  aspire, 
There  's  aye  a  something  to  pu'  us  doon. 

AVe  ploo  an'  we  harrow  an'  seed  the  Ian', 
An'  dream  o'  fu'  bickers  an'  bowies  o'  meal ; 

When  we  think  that  the  crap  is  just  ripe  to  oor  ban', 
There 's  aye  a  something  to  coup  the  creel. 

The  love  o'  oor  life  may  seem  smooth  as  a  stream, 
Xo'  a  ripple  o'  care  its  pure  tide  to  alloy  ; 

While  o'  constancy  sure  as  the  seasons  we  dream, 
There  's  aye  a  something  to  mar  oor  joy. 

We  may  strive  a'  we  can  in  the  straucht  road  to  walk, 
An'  shun  the  temptations  that  lurk  in  tbe  cup. 

To  be  honest  an'  upright  in  deed  an'  in  talk, 
But  there  's  aye  a  something  to  trip  us  up. 

But  the  dullest  o'  lives  has  its  fair  sunny  spot ; 

Gin  we  nurse  wi'  contentment  the  glints  that  we  hae, 
We  '11  find,  'mid  the  storm-clouds  that  darken  oor  lot, 

There  's  aye  a  something  to  licht  up  oor  way. 


THAT'S  AXITHER  SANG. 

What  's  weel  eneuch  in  precept,  aft 

In  practice  gangs  agley  ; 
AVe  dinna  due  the  thing  oorsel's, 

Tho"  guid  advice  we  gie  : 
We  point  the  straucht  road  to  oor  frien's, 

An'  tell  them  Avhere  to  gang. 
But  when  it  comes  to  lead  the  way — 
Oh  !  that 's  anither  sang. 
An'  sae  it  is  the  warl'  OAvre, 
Wherever  ye  may  gang ; 
To  preach  an'  pray,  an'  lead  the  way, 
Is  quite  anither  sang. 
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I  daursay  ye '11  admit  it's  true. 

You  've  seen  the  thing  younsel's, 
Hoo  the  precept  o'  the  pu'{)it  ;i' 

Oor  duty  clearly  tells  ; 
Gin  the  practice  o'  the  preachers  wi*^ 

Their  teachings  diniia  gree, 
There  's  some  excuse  for  mortals  wha 
Get  aft"  the  straucht  a-wee. 

An'  sae  you'll  see't,  where  caste  an'  creed 

Are  preached  with  fervour  Strang, 
To  square  accounts  in  word  an'  deed 
Is  (piite  anither  sang. 


Hoo  aften  ye  will  meet  wi'  folk 

Aye  gleg  at  findin'  fault, 
An'  e'en  the  wee-est  slip  ye  mak' 

They're  sair  astonished  at; 
They  '11  magnify  it  ten  times  owre, 

That  a'  the  warl'  may  see. 
Until  ye  aften  Avonder  what 
A  monster  ye  maun  be. 

Altho'  the  mote  l)e  e'er  sae  sma', 
They'll  seaich  it  oot  eie  lang  : 
But  tak'  the  beam  frae  their  ain  ecu — 
Oh  !  that's  anither  sang. 


In  cheery  days  o'  coortin'  time, 

When  life  is  bricht  wi'  smiles, 
Ve '11  hae  lasses  vow  to  lo'e  ye,  but 

I3e  wary  o'  their  wiles  ; 
For  should  a  doon-come  be  your  lot. 

An'  puirtith  at  your  door, 
Hoo  sune  they  '11  see  fau'ts  in  you  that 
They  never  saw  bcfoie  I 

For  when  you  tint  your  wealth,  you'll  hae 

Your  leesome  road  to  gang : 
For  love  an'  puii-tith  winna  gree — 
Na  !  that 's  anither  sang. 
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The  maist  o'  us  can  hardly  count 

Oor  hosts  o'  simmer  frien's, 
Wha  '11  stick  to  us  as  close  as  burrs 

Sae  lang  's  we  hae  the  means 
To  treat  them  weel ;  but  gin  we  're  doon, 

Their  help  's  nae  to  be  had  ; 
While  for  past  favours  dune  by  us — 
Their  memories  are  bad. 

It  isna  every  ane  wha  threeps 
His  frien'ship  loud  an'  lang, 
That's  like  to  be  a  frien'  in  need — 
Na  !  that 's  anither  sang. 

What  bonnie  resolutions  aft 

Come  to  us  ilka  morn, 
When  connin'  owre  oor  past  misdeeds, 

An'  conscience  plies  its  thorn  : 
We  think  o'  what  we  '11  dae  an'  say 

Should  sair  temptations  come  ; 
But  oor  intentions  are  like  reek 
That 's  whirlin'  up  the  lum. 

For  when  the  day  has  passed  away, 

And  brings  reflection's  stang, 
Oor  vows  and  actions  winna  square — 
Na  !  that 's  anither  sang. 


KEEP  THE  CHAIN  ON  THE  DOOR. 

An  Englishman's  house  is  his  castle,  'tis  said. 

It  may  be  a  mansion,  or  cottage,  or  shed  ; 

The  saying  holds  good  whether  humble  or  high, 

So  prepare  to  defend  it  when  danger  is  nigh ; 

And  when  thieves  lurk  around  you  '11  be  doubly  secure 

If  you  take  the  advice — "  Keep  the  chain  on  the  door." 

In  many  more  ways  will  the  saying  hold  good 

As  a  watchword  through  life,  when  'tis  Avell  understood; 

For  a  man's  inner  self,  like  the  house  where  he  dwells. 

May  oft  be  beset  by  peace-banishing  ills  ; 

Foes  wiry  and  cunning  we  shun  and  abhor ; 

So,  as  proof  'gainst  their  arts,  "  Keep  the  chain  on  the  door. 
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When  listening  to  those  who  can  ''diaw  the  lonj^  bow," 

We  feel  just  like  j^ivinii;  advice  to  go  slow  ; 

"  Least  said,  soonest  mended," — a  good  wholesome  rule 

For  tlie  braggart,  who  's  oidy  a  step  fiom  the  fool ; 

And  "tis  better  to  err  on  the  safe  side  for  sure. 

With  a  silence  discreet,  and  the  "chain  on  the  door." 

We  can't  shut  our  eyes  to  the  sullering  near, 
And  the  poor  who  deserve  both  our  comfort  and  cheer  : 
But  beware  of  impostors,  who  ply  as  a  trade 
All  sorts  of  devices  for  charity's  aid  ; 
There  is  no  need  to  shut  up  your  hearts  to  the  poor. 
But,  'gainst  deep-scheming  rogues,  "Keep  the  chain  on  the 
door. " 

We  are  destined  by  heaven  to  enjoy  what  is  good, 
And  to  take  our  enjoyments  like  good  wholesome  food  ; 
But  in  all  things,  when  tempted  to  run  to  excess. 
Lest  amusement  should  cloy,  this  maxim  embrace : 
In  the  pursuit  of  pleasure,  its  true  joys  sc^cure, 
In  a  moderate  way,  with  the  "chain  on  the  dooi'." 

Now,  love  is  a  beautiful  thing  in  its  way, 

And  at  some  time  or  other  we  've  all  felt  its  sway  ; 

Yet  even  in  this  we  '11  be  Avise  to  take  heed. 

Lest  it  blossom  too  quickly,  and  run  all  to  seed  : 

And  if  we  would  have  this  sweet  joy  to  endure. 

We  must  nurse  it  with  care,  and  the  "chain  on  tlie  dooi'." 

In  piusuit  of  wealth,  oh  1  how  eager  we  run, 
And  are  never  content  Avhile  there's  aught  to  be  won  : 
But  the  race  has  its  dangers — the  prize  we  abuse 
When  we  yearn  for  more  than  we  need  for  our  use  ; 
Let  us  crush  out  that  vain  senseless  crying  for  more, 
And  enjoy  its  true  zest  with  the  "chain  on  the  door." 

If  doul»t  should  assail  you  in  matters  of  faith, 
I'repare  to  defend  the  old  truths  "to  the  deatli  "  : 
Not  blindly  to  gr(jpe,  but  with  reason  to  test 
All  systems  and  creeds,  and  to  cling  to  the  best; 
Lest  false  comforters  fail  yon  in  life's  trying  hour. 
Hold  the  citadel  fast  with  tlie  "chain  on  the  door' 
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MAK'  YOURSEL'  AT  HAME. 

Our  cot  is  but  a  humble  beild, 

A  hamely  but  an'  ben, 
We  're  humbly  clad,  we  're  humbly  fed, 

As  a'  our  iieibours  ken  : 
To  uppisli  style,  or  fashion's  smile. 

We  scorn  to  mak'  a  claim  ; 
Yet  welcome  a',  whene'er  they  ca', 
To  mak'  themsel's  at  hame. 

Then  let  your  frien'ship  show  itsel' 
'Thout  fashion's  phraise  or  fetter, 
An'  kindly  mak'  yoursel'  at  hame '; 
Your  frien's  will  like  ye  better. 

The  rich  folks  in  their  lordly  ha's 

Hae  favours  to  dispense. 
But  seldom  weahh  does  guid  by  stealth 

And  nae  tho't  o'  recompense  : 
It 's  aye  the  puii'  that  help  the  puir 

In  deed  as  weel  as  name ; 
At  puirtith's  ca'  they  welcome  a' 

To  mak'  themsel's  at  hame. 

I  hate  to  see  folk,  Avhen  they  ca', 

Sae  unco  proud  and  hie, 
I  canna  thole  your  formal  folk, 

Sae  stiflF  wi'  what  they  gie ; 
I  like  the  couthy,  honest  hearts 

Wha  treat  ye  aye  the  same, 
An'  gie  a  canty  welcome  aye 

To  mak'  yoursel's  at  hame. 

We're  only  hamely  folks  oorsel's, 

An'  tho'  our  haudin  's  sma'. 
Our  neibours,  wha  will  tak'  pat-luck, 

Are  welcome  aye  to  ca' : 
We  '11  share  wi'  them  the  best  we  hae, 

An'  greet  them  aye  the  same ; 
As  aften  as  they  care  to  come 

We  '11  mak'  them  feel  at  hame. 
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CA"   VUIK  (ilKI). 


Iji  K  for  a'  the  warl'  is  just 

Like  a  game  we  callants  played. 
Ready  wi'  oor  girds  to  birl, 

tStartiii'  fair,  the  mark  we  tae'd; 
Kennin'  that  we  'd  hae  to  rin 
Fast  an'  strancht  the  game  to  win, 
As  the  startin'  word  was  gien, 

Ca'  your  gird. 

Aye,  but  there  was  sure  to  be 

Some  anc  gettin'  aff  the  straucht, 
Itheis,  fairly  losin'  hope, 

Suae  gied  up  to  strive  for  aught; 
An'  the  lesson  a'  were  learnin', 
Gin  life's  prize  was  worth  the  earnin", 
Was  to  keep  tiie  wheel  aye  turnin', 
Ca'  your  gird. 

Never  slacken  in  your  purpose, 

Keep  the  goal  aye  in  your  e'c, 
Like  the  channel  stane  in  curlin', 

►Straucht  goes  l)irlin"  for  the  tee  ; 
Ever  heed  the  frien'ly  warnin', 
A'  temptations  stoutly  spurniu'. 
Keep  the  wheel  o'  cydencc  turnin', 
Ca'  your  gird. 

Let  your  aim  in  life  be  single, 

Never  waverin'  frae  the  richt, 
An'  tho'  darklin'  da3's  op[)rcss  ye, 

Times  will  yet  be  clear  an'  briciit ; 
Cin  ye  11  but  wi'  zeal  endeavour 
To  keo])  i)ushin',  movin'  ever, 
Xo'  frae  this  ac  ()l>ject  waver, 

Ca'  your  gird. 

Ne'er  in  litfn'  spurts  engagin', 
Constancy  be  aye  your  law  : 

Slowly  tho'  the  gird  be  turnin" 
Keep  it  ino\in",  or  'twill  fa'. 
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Sae  in  time,  gin  we  keep  ploddin', 
Nae  rebulTs  or  back-sets  bodin', 
We  may  yet  redeem  life's  Flodden, 
Ca'  your  gird. 

Nor,  tho'  rocks  an'  ruts  we  meet, 

Maun  we  gie  up  in  despair  ; 
Gin  we  bravely  face  the  warst. 

Obstacles  will  disappear  : 
Up  the  hill  tho'  toilin',  strivin', 
Breathless  at  the  broo  arrivin', 
Owre  the  brae  we  '11  sune  gang  skivin', 
Ca'  your  gird. 

If  the  goal  be  wealth  or  fame, 

Love  or  learnin',  place  or  power, 
There  's  nae  favoured  road  to  them. 

Work  we  maun  to  win  the  dower ; 
An'  it  maun  be  work  unceasin', 
Ne'er  abatin',  but  increasin' — 
A'  great  triumphs  point  the  lesson, 
Ca'  your  gird. 

Nor  when  we  hae  gained  oor  end 

Shall  we  be  content  to  rest ; 
Life  withoot  some  noble  aim 

Soon  wad  lose  its  joy  an'  zest ; 
While  the  lamp  o'  life  is  burnin' 
We  should  aye  new  truths  be  learnin', 
Ever  for  new  triumphs  yearnin', 

Ca'  your  gird. 


CA'  CANNY. 

If  at  times  ye  're  discontented  wi'  the  present. 
Just  ca'  canny ; 

Tak'  tent, — the  future  mayna  turn  sae  pleasant, 
Eh  !  my  manny. 

Ye  '11  find  that  on  a  sudden 

Your  wings  are  fairly  laden, 

An'  ye  '11  flounder  in  the  midden ; 

Sae  ca'  canny. 
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If  your  licart  in  love's  fond  mesh  is  fairly  iiecklcd, 
Just  ca'  canny  ; 

\'o'\\  get  time  to  luo  when  ance  you're  fairly  buckled, 
Eh  !  luy  niaiiiiy. 

riio'  iiou  }  c  think  your  treasure 

Will  bring  ye  iiooht  but  i)leasure, 

Eh  !  man,  there  "s  luck  in  leisure  ; 

8a  e  ca'  canny. 

Gin  it's  wealth,  wi'  a'  it  brings,  for  which  ye  hanker. 
Just  ca'  canny  ; 

Mind  that  greed  eats  in  the  heart  just  like  a  caidccj' : 
Sac,  my  manny, 

They  that  hasten  to  Ijc  rich 

Sometimes  whommle  in  the  ditch, 

While  conscience  plies  her  switch  ; 

Sae  ca'  canny. 

There  is  nac  near  cut  to  knowledge  or  to  learnin', 
Sae  ca'  canny  ; 

Set  your  face  toward  the  goal,  an'  ne'er  be  turnin'. 
Eh  !  my  manny. 

Oin  ye  plod  on  day  l)y  day. 

Learning  something  by  the  way, 

Ve  will  some  time  tap  the  brae; 

Sae  ca'  canny. 

My  laddie,  gin  ye  want  to  learn  a  trade, 
-hist  ca'  canny  ; 

Skilled  mechanics  diiuia  rise  up  ready  made. 
Eh  !  my  manny. 

Never  think  that  sma'  details 

Are  just  fit  for  i)lo(ldin'  snails  ; 

Slow  but  certain,  seldoju  fails  ; 

Sae  ca'  canny. 

Never  sigh  for  things  ye  scorn  to  earn  by  lalioui', 
Just  ca'  canny, 

Xoi-  cast  an  envious  look  toward  your  neighbour, 
Kh  I  mv  mannv. 
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Honest  Avork  can  ne'er  degrade, 
Be  it  handlin'  pen  or  spade  ; 
Never  be  abune  your  trade  ; 

Just  ca'  canny. 


A  KIND  WELCOME  HAME. 

AVhen  the  wearisome  toils  o'  the  day  are  past, 

An'  hameward  we  trudge  owre  the  road  or  the  field, 
Sometimes  gey  ill  happit  to  keep  oot  the  blast, 

"Wi'  neither  a  hedge  or  a  plantin'  to  beild, 
Aft  darksome  an'  dreich  wad  the  road  seem  to  be. 

An'  oor  life,  day  or  nicht,  wad  be  joyless  an'  tame, 
Gin  it  were  na  the  scene  that  we  fancy  we  see. 

An'  the  surety  o'  gettin'  a  kind  welcome  hame. 

When  fickle  Dame  Fortune,  sae  sly  wi'  her  tricks, 

Aft  leads  us  a  dance  we  wad  rather  no  hae. 
An'  fit-sair,  as  gin  we  'd  been  treadin'  hot  bricks, 

Xoo  limpin',  noo  pechin',  we  briest  up  the  brae, 
Hoo  often  we  'd  hae  to  gie  way  to  despair. 

An'  shauchle  alang  withoot  object  or  aim, 
If  it  were  na  the  love-ties  that  lichten  oor  care, 

An'  the  thocht  o'  what  waits  us — a  kind  welcome  hame  ! 

The  rich  an'  the  puir  baith  alike  hae  their  care ; 

Tho'  wealth  proves  a  solace  to  mony  an  ill, 
Yet  hard,  strugglin'  toilers  aft  happily  share 

True  heart-glints  that  puirtith  can  never  dispel ; 
Hoo  aften  the  canker  o'  care  wad  tak'  root 

An'  crowd  oot  the  joy -glints  that  ne'er  reach  a  flame, 
The  warld's  scorn  or  caulduess  can  ne'er  mak'  us  doot 

The  warmth  o'  the  welcome  that  waits  us  at  hame. 

A'  thro'  oor  life  journey  we  warsle  alang, 

Noo  tired  wi'  oor  burdens  sae  weary  to  bear, — 
Noo  cheered  wi'  some  heart-stirrin'  music  or  sang, 

That  brings  back  the  jxist  when  oor  pathway  was  fair ; 
An'  tho'  for  the  present  oor  sky  may  be  dark. 

An'  the  prospects  ahead  are  just  muckle  the  same. 
Beyond  a'  Ave  ken  that,  Avhen  dune  wi'  life's  wark, 

There's  a  joy  in  the  hope  o'  a  kind  welcome  hame. 
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LOOK  IX  r  THE  BV-GAUN. 

AuLi)  Dod  o'  the  Mill  is  a  canty  anld  chiel', 
His  heid  an'  his  heart  are  as  richt  as  his  meal ; 
Tho'  noo  he  's  weel  on  for  the  threescore  an'  ten, 
He's  cheerier  an'  chirper  than  niony  yonng  men. 
He  aye  has  a  welcome  sae  hamely  an'  kind  : 
An',  tak'  him  a'  thro',  there  are  few  ye  will  find 
Gie  a  warmer  hand-shake,  an'  a  kind  welcome  back, 
Wi' — "  Look  in  i'  the  by-gaun,  an'  gie  us  your  crack." 

I  travel  the  kintra  the  hale  o'  the  year, 
In  summer  sae  cheery,  in  winter  sae  drear. 
An'  mony  a  time,  as  I  trudge  thro'  the  Merse, 
It's  wearisome  wark  when  the  siller  is  scarce  ; 
Yet  aften,  when  dooncast  wi'  want  o'  success, 
My  troubles  a'  flee  as  I  near  the  auld  place, 
An'  think  on  the  pairtin'  when  last  by  the  track — 
"  Look  in  i'  the  by-gaun,  an'  gie  us  your  crack." 

Noo  the  wife 's  just  as  cheery  an'  couthy  as  him, 
An'  her  heart  o'  guid-nature  is  fu'  to  the  brim  ; 
She 's  aye  clean  an'  tosh  in  her  looks  an'  attii-e. 
An'  the  same  can  be  .said  o'  the  neuk  by  the  fire  : 
There's  the  cosy  broon  teapat — tiie  clean  shiny  qup — 
For  she's  no'  ane  o'  them  that  wad  grudge  bite  or  sup, 
Wi'  a — "Draw  in  your  stool  na,  an'  hae  a  bit  snack  ; 
For  we're  aye  glad  to  hae  ye  ca'  in  for  a  crack." 

Ye  hae  frien's  wha's  guid-wurd  ye  d  no"  niomii  should  ye  tine, 

Xae  doot  your  experience  is  muckle  like  mine  ; 

An'  ithers,  tho"  nae  bluid-relations  at  a'. 

Wad  ne'er  see  ye  set  wi'  your  liack  to  the  wa'  : 

Their  hearty  han'-grip,  an'  a  word  o'  guid  cheei-. 

Send  a  warm  thrill  o'  joy  thro'  your  veins  to  career  : 

"  Ne'er  wait  for  the  askin',  ye  're  aye  welcome  back  : 

Aye  look  in  i'  the  by-gaun,  an'  gie  us  your  crack." 

Like  the  green  grassy  spots  in  the  wide  dreary  nuui-, 
Like  the  sun-glints  in  winter,  this  warl'  o'  care 
Has  its  bright  cheer}'  neuks,  its  sweet  wa3'side  Hower-s, 
Its  frien'shijjs  an'  favours,  in  life's  darkest  hours; 
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An'  cheerier  far  than  the  clear  simmer's  day 
Are  the  smiles  an'  kind  words  that  we  share  on  life's  way, 
When  guid-byes  are  joined  wi'  a  true  welcome  back ; 
"Aye  look  in  i'  the  by-gaun,  an'  gie  ns  your  crack." 


COLLIE,  WILL  YE  LICK  ? 

Awa'  wi'  a'  the  scurvy  loons 

Devoid  o'  generous  pairts, 
Where  self  has  gained  the  upper  han', 

An'  wizened  up  their  hearts  ; 
What  cauldrife  comfort  meets  ye  there 

When,  may-be  faint  or  sick. 
They  haena  mense  eneuch  to  ask 

Gin,  Collie,  will  ye  lick  1 

I  hate  these  mean,  tight-fisted  folks 

Wha  scrape,  an  save,  an'  hoard, 
Wha's  kist-ueuk  or  auld  stockin-ht 

Is  wi'  the  bawbees  stored  ; 
They  grudge  themsel's  their  meat  an'  claes, 

While  to  the  puir  an'  sick 
They  ne'er  were  kenned  to  say  as  much 

As,  Collie,  will  ye  lick  ? 

Again,  there  is  a  class  o'  folk, 

Wi'  hearts  no 's  big 's  a  midge, 
Wha,  if  they  dae  a  kindly  turn, 

They  dae  it  wi'  a  grudge  ; 
The  puir  they  treat  as  lepers,  wha 

They  'd  touch  na  wi'  a  stick. 
An'  if  a  bite  or  sup  they  gie, 

It 's— Collie,  will  ye  lick  ? 

Far  be  't  frae  me  to  lichtlie  them 

That  dinna  weel  deserve 't, 
Wha's  charity  is  dune  by  stealth, 

An'  may -be  no'  observed  : 
Gin  dune  at  a"  wi'  honest  aim, 

I  '11  recognise,  fu'  quick, 
A  heart  that  winna  staw  puir  folks 

Wi'^-Collie,  will  ye  lick  1 
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Then  when  ye  dae  a  kindly  turn, 

Or  gie  Ji  kindly  word, 
Hooever  little  ye  can  spare 

Frae  your  ain  stinted  l)oard, 
Gie 't  wi'  guidwill — tho'  dry  the  crust, 

Instead  o'  buttered  thick 
'Twill  cheer  far  niair  than  gowpeus  gi'en 

Wi'_. Collie,  will  ye  lick  1 

PUT  OUT  HAND  AN'  HELP  VOUIISE 

What's  the  use  o'  sittin'  grumblin' 

When  there 's  duties  to  be  dune. 
Like  a  lot  o'  bairns  greetin' 

'Cause  they  caiuia  get  the  mune  1 
Cast  that  peevish  spirit  frae  ye, 

Buckle  up,  an'  try  a  spell 
iX  hard  wark  :  let  this  be  your  motto — 

I'ut  out  hand  an'  help  yoursel'. 

Mony  a  man  has  got  it  in  him 

To  mak'  heidway  in  the  warl'. 
But  distrusts  his  powei-s,  an'  wavei'S 

Like  a  chicken-hearted  churl. 
Mak'  nae  boastin'  resolution, 

But  determine  that  ye  shall 
Make  or  mar  by  honest  action  ; 

Put  out  hand  an'  help  yoursel', 

There  are  loiterers  aroun'  us 

For  their  keep  to  ithers  look. 
Think  the  warl'  owes  them  livin', 

An'  they  '11  hae  't  by  hook  oi-  crook. 
Gie  nae  heed  to  siccan  havers. 

Patient  toil  will  ere  lang  tell  ; 
An'  wi'  health,  you're  independent  ; 

Put  out  hand  an'  help  yoursc  1  . 

It  is  peetifu'  to  see  folk 

Lifeless,  listless,  morn  an'  noon, 

Idly  waitin'  an'  expectii:' 

To  step  in  some  deid  man's  slioon  ; 
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Better  far  to  buckle  at  it, 

Try  hard  honest  wark  a  spell, 
There 's  less  chance  o'  disappointment ; 

Put  out  hand  an'  help  yoursel'. 

E'en  then,  losses  sair  may  thwart  ye. 

An'  your  life  seem  naught  but  gloom, 
Dinna  sit  an'  nurse  your  sorrows, 

Rax  yoursel'  for  elbow  room  ; 
Care  may  kill  a  cat,  but  guidsakes. 

Gin  ye  '11  warsle,  time  will  tell, 
There  's  nae  charm  like  push  an'  courage ; 

Put  out  hand  an'  help  yoursel'. 

Let  them  nnuup  an'  grieve  wha  like  it, 

They  are  just  like  bairns  at  best. 
Cast  your  troubles  a'  ahint  ye, 

Dae  your  pairt  an'  trust  the  rest ; 
An'  ye  'II  find  that  sturdy  action 

Sune  will  banish  every  ill, 
Bringin'  peace  an'  solid  comfort ; 

Put  out  hand  an'  help  yoursel'. 


WHAT 'S  THE  GUID  1 

Life  is  fu'  o'  toils  an'  troubles. 

Thorns  an'  thistles  'mang  the  flowers ; 
Joys  an'  waes — like  April  sunshine 
Blinkin'  oot  atAveen  the  showers. 
But  hoo  apt  we  are  to  grunt, 
Keepin'  aye  oor  griefs  in  front, 
Shuttin'  oot  the  sun's  warm  glint. 

What's  the  gu'idl 

Hech  !  we  hae  eneuch  o'  trouble 
Withoot  makin'  things  the  waur  ; 

A'  the  grainiu'  an'  the  worry 

Winna  mak'  our  troubles  sma'er. 

Owre  life's  wearies  never  froon, 

Chase  them  aff  wi'  cheery  croon, 

Never  let  your  spirits  doon. 

What 's  the  guid  ? 

15 
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Things  may  a'  gaiior  wrang  in  l)usitiess, 

Can  we  mend  tlicm  gin  we  muurn  1 
IJctter  far  keep  up  the  struggle, 
Maybe  things  will  tak'  a  turn. 
Just  keep  workin'  on  ati'  wait, 
Lilt  your  song  an'  laugh  at  fate, 
While  ye'vc  health  ne'er  own  3^ou  "re  beat, 
\Vh:lt  "s  the  guid  .' 

Ane  will  meet  wi'  disappointments 
Every  mile  alung  life's  road  ; 

An'  when  fain  ye 'd  shift  your  Inirdeii, 
Find  ye've  gut  a  heaviei'  load. 

Ne'er  like  coward  sit  an'  fret, 

Up  an'  at  it-  -toil  an'  sweat, 

Show  ye  've  got  some  smeddum  yet, 

Wh:it's  the  guid  ? 

If  ye  've  lo\ed  an'  lost  youi-  lassie, 

Just  1)6  thardifu'  j  e  survive  : 
For  there 's  mony  ane  wad  end  it 

Wi'  a  rape-end,  or  a  dive  ; 
Aye,  tho'  lang  an'  fond  ye  wooed, 
Till  at  last  "the  swine  ran  thro't," 
There 'd  been  bTf)kcn  heaits  al)out, 

Whiit  s  the  guid  1 

Frae  experience  mony  a  lesson 
Has  been  learnt  an'  laid  to  heart : 

For  when  our  hoj)es  hae  flourished, 
Something  cam'  to  "coup  the  cairt." 

But  tho'  mony  a  clyte  we  got, 

Wc  were  up  an'  on  the  .stot ; 

Let  wha  like  grieve  owi-e  their  lot. 

What's  the  guid  1 

Xa  !   I  'd  rather  seek  the  sunshine 
Ony  day,  than  haunt  the  shade; 

(liri  it's  but  a  blink,  the  boiuiier 
Will  f  thiid\  tho  faint  rav  shed  ; 
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All'  when  storms  blaw  keen  an'  snell, 
Ithers  may  despair  wha  will, 
I  '11  just  yammer  to  mysel', 

VVhat  's  the  guid  ? 

HAUD  YOUR  WHEESHT  ! 

It  's  a  plan  that 's  aften  safest, 

Xot  to  blab  ovvre  loud  or  lang, 
Nor  wi'  frien's  to  be  fau't-findin', 

Should  they  gang  a  wee  thocht  wrang, 
Else  they  're  apt  to  get  oftended, 
When  there 's  nae  offence  intended, 
Sae  the  least  said  soonest  mended ; 
Hand  your  wheesht ! 

Gin  ye  canna  say  a  guid  Avord 

For  your  neibour  or  your  frien', 
Dinna  say  ought  that  will  wrang  them, 

An'  to  mild  fau'ts  shut  your  een  ; 
For  gin  we  oorsel's  were  noted, 
A'  oor  fau'ts  an'  failin's  quoted. 
By  the  "  unco  "  we  'd  be  spotted  ; 
Haud  your  wheesht  1 

Aboot  ither  folk's  shortcomin's 

There  is  muckle  we  could  say. 
We  're  sae  ready  to  add  to  them 

Mair  than  what  we  tak'  away ; 
Yet  oor  neibours  may  discover 
Fau'ts  mair  black  in  us  whatever ; 
Gie  the  deil  his  due — or  ever 

Haud  your  wheesht  I 

Owre  their  ain  guid  deeds  or  sayin's 
Xane  but  fules  wad  mak'  a  phraise ; 

Gin  ye  've  points  that 's  worth  commendin'. 
Let  the  warF  bestow  the  praise  : 

Dae  your  part  whate'er  may  happen, 

Never  Avaverin',  never  trippin'. 

An'  the  warl's  just  verdict  lippen  ; 
Haud  your  wheesht  I 
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We  iiKiy  think  oor  trouMi-s  nioiiy, 

Few  oitpressed  wi'  sico;iii  cure, 
An'  we  conjure  up  the  sh.ulows, 
Shuttin"  oot  the  sun.shino  fair; 
Look  uroun',--  ye  11  see  grief's  traces, 
Stoopin'  forms  an'  careworn  faces, 
E'en  the  rich  wad  swap  ye  places  ; 
Haud  your  wheesht  1 

AVeel  ye  ken  the  guid  auld  sayin'. 

That  self-praise  comes  stinkin'  ben  ; 
An'  if  ye  hae  points  o'  guidness 

That  your  neibours  dinna  ken, 
Diniia  blaw  owre  loud  your  horn. 
For  ye  '11  fin',  as  sure  's  you  're  born. 
Ye  '11  but  earn  the  warl's  scorn  ; 

Haud  your  wheesht ! 

IP  IN  VEAKS. 

Ix  youth  we  dream  of  future  fame 

An'  paint  a  grand  career. 
Where  a'  is  roseate  sunshine,  an' 

^\'ithout  a  care  or  tear  ; 
But  ony  picture  we  may  paint 

That  then  sae  braw  appears, 
Its  glamour  loses  in  the  strife 

As  we  get  up  in  years. 

In  childhood's  sunny  laughin'  days 

Our  troubles  are  but  sma', 
Wi'  cheery  hearts  hoo  sune  they  're  ganc. 

An'  we  forget  them  a'  ; 
But  later  on  when  sorrows  come, 

An'  grief  our  spirit  sears, 
Dae  what  we  will,  they  come  to  stay 

When  we  get  up  in  yeais. 

We  little  think  in  youth's  gay  hours 
The  pleasures  that  we  hae 

Will  leave  us  dowf  an'  dreary,  ere 
We  're  half-way  up  the  brae  : 
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Wi'  wastefu'  han'  we  pluck  the  flowers 

When  simmer's  plenty  cheers, 
Nocht  but  the  nettle  stangs  are  left 

When  we  get  up  in  years. 

The  frien'ships  that  we  formed  in  youth 

We  thought  wad  last  thro'  life, 
But  there 's  a  weedin'  time  gangs  on 

When  after-cares  are  rife  ; 
An'  ane  by  ane  they  drap  awa', 

Till  blank  our  way  appears. 
But  where  the}'  're  true  we  're  closer  knit 

As  we  get  up  in  years. 

Gin  ye  hae  suffered  love's  collapse, 

Wi'  pangs  an'  sighs  it  brought, 
An'  pictured  life  a  blighted  scene 

Without  a  sunny  spot ; 
Yet  time  brought  healin'  on  its  wings 

To  dry  up  a'  your  tears, 
An'  left  nae  after-scaurs  to  woiind 

As  ye  got  up  in  years. 

Faith,  time  will  hae  its  sweet  revenge 

Whatever  we  can  dae, 
We  canna  keep  our  youthfu'  charms 

When  we  've  owre-tapped  the  brae  ; 
Where  ance  we  'd  routh  o'  flowin'  locks 

The  siller  streak  appears, 
An'  care  sets  wrinkles  in  the  broo 

AVhen  we  get  up  in  years. 

Weel  is 't  gin  we  can  l)Ow  to  Fate, 

An'  tak'  what  Time  may  bring. 
Nor  mourn  owre  joys  for  ever  gane. 

But  aye  contented  sing  : 
We've  had  our  day,  an'  yet  can  say 

This  thought  our  e'enin'  cheers, 
The  comfort  o'  a  weel-spent  life, 

When  we  get  up  in  years. 
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IT'S  mam;k  .irsT  as  wkel. 

'Manc  a'  the  ups  an'  dooiis  o'  life, 

There  "s  lots  o'  things  gae  wrang, 
To  disappoint  us  in  our  aims, 

And  j)Ut  us  art"  oiu'  gang  ; 
But  could  we  see  the  goal  we  seek. 

That's  yont  the  hill  we  speel, 
We'd  think  our  failure  to  get  there 

Was  maybe  just  as  weel. 

AVe've  routh  o'  disappointments  as 

We  sprauchle  up  the  hrae, 
We  diiHui  get  the  things  we  want, 

We  lose  the  things  we  hae  ; 
An'  yet  'mid  a'  that  comes  an'  gangs, 

As  time  rows  aflf"  the  reel, 
We're  forced  to  this  conclusion,  that 

It's  mayhe  just  as  weel. 

AVe  deem  events  that  loom  afar 

Will  [U'ove  to  be  a  curse, 
Vet  when  they  happen — o'd,  hoo  sinie 

We  think  them  the  reverse  ; 
In  fact,  we  never  can  foresee 

\\'hat  may  piove  wae  or  weel. 
An'  tho'  we  movu'n  owre  l)lasted  hopes. 

It's  maybe  just  as  weel. 

Hoo  aft  we  set  our  hearts  to  win 

.Some  place  oi-  thing  we  crave. 
An'  never  heedin'  wha  may  fa', 

We  'd  fain  oot-step  the  lave  ; 
An'  then  when  failure  marks  our  course 

We  "d  fain  oui-  grief  conceal, 
An'  try  contentedly  to  say 

It's  maybe  just  as  weel. 

In  youth,  what  ro.sy  dreams  we  hae. 

An'  airy  castles  rai.se, 
O'  what  we're  gaun  to  dae  when  men. 

To  win  the  waiTs  praise  I 
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But  poetry  gies  place  to  prose  ; 

The  fame  hy  flood  or  fiel' 
Ends  up  in  moleskin  an'  kail-bro^e, 

An'  maybe  just  as  weel. 

In  puirtith  hoo  we  aim  an'  strive 

To  win  a  higher  place, 
Whiles  no'  owre  scrup'lous  o'  the  means 

By  which  we  'd  Avin  the  race  ; 
We  'd  wear  braid-claith,  an'  snaw-white  sarks,. 

An'  everything  genteel, 
While  yet  the  hame-spun  suits  us  best, 

An'  maybe  just  as  weel. 

Like  maist  young  f ules,  we  've  had  our  share 

0'  joys  that  coortin'  brings. 
But  jilted  love  dashed  a'  the  flowers 

An'  left  the  nettle  stings  ; 
We  thought  the  cut  the  fause  ane  left 

A  wound  that  wadna  heal, 
But  noo  we  ken  her  worth,  we  lilt 

It's  maybe  just  as  weel. 

The  road  we  seek  owre  aften  proves 

A  pitfa'  for  our  feet ; 
But  what's  the  sense  of  mourniug  owre 

Our  failure  or  defeat : 
Let 's  bide  the  warst  that  Fate  may  bring,, 

Till  comin'  days  reveal 
Our  course  was  shaped  without  our  ken. 

An'  maj'be  just  as  weel. 


AULD  FRIEN'S. 

Hoo  lanely  wad  oor  pathway  be, 

Hoo  dreich  life's  sky  wad  seem, 
Gin  we  were  left  to  gang  oor  lane, 
Tho'  we  had  wealth  to  ca'  oor  ain, 

An'  basked  in  pleasure's  beam  ! 
Gin  frien'ship's  joys  frae  us  had  fled^ 

Gane  wad  be  life's  true  zest ; 
New  frien's  or  auld,  I  like  them  a'. 

But  I  like  auld  frien's  the  best. 
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True  frien'ships  in  tliis  wail',  I  fear, 

Aie  rather  hard  to  iiiul, 
The  hest  o'  them  are  unco  wauf : 
To  sift  the  corn  frae  'niaiig  the  chatt" 

Aft  needs  misfortune's  uiiid  ; 
An'  this  experience  I  hae  learned, 

That  growin'  years  attest. 
The  best  frien's  are  the  auld  frien's. 

An'  the  auld  frien's  are  the  best. 


The  schuleboy  frien'ships  tliat  I  made 

Hae  lasted  a'  thro'  life, 
An'  I  can  count  those  best  o'  a' 
That  helped  at  dire  misfortune's  ca'. 

When  ills  an'  cares  were  rife  : 
An'  tho'  new  frien's  I  fand  where'er 

My  lot  o"  life  was  cast. 
This  truth  through  a'  was  made  mair  clear. 

That  auld  frien's  are  the  best. 

A  frien'  in  need     ah  I  there  indeed 's 

The  test  that  proves  their  worth  : 
It's  no'  the  ane  fliat  mak's  a  ])hraise 
That  helps  ye  in  the  darksome  days 

0'  puirtith  an'  o'  dearth  : 
My  crust  wi'  them  I  'd  gladly  share, 

Where  guidwill  crowns  the  feast, 
An'  elbows  oot  life's  cankerin'  care, 

Where  auld  fi'ien's  are  the  best. 


Thro'  thick  an'  thin,  thio'  rain  an"  shine, 

They've  stood  by  me  an'  mine, 
An'  1  ungratefu'  sure  wad  be 
(iin  I  forget  the  days  that  we 

Spent  happier  far  langsyne  : 
An'  noo  gin  life  a  burden  seems, 

Wi'  darklin'  clouds  o])prest. 
Thro'  change  an'  scene  we've  brithers  been  ; 

I  like  auld  frien's  the  Ijcst. 
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The  mair  the  years  begin  to  tell, 

An'  mak'  oor  steps  mair  slow, 
Thin  cot  the  locks  noo  siller  grey, 
Mak'  burdens  o'  what  ance  was  play, 

An'  wrinkle  owre  the  broo ; 
When  by  the  hand  o'  death  bereft 

0'  them  I  lo'ed  the  maist, 
I  closer  cling  to  them  that's  left ; 

I  like  auld  frien's  the  best. 


A  LIFT  OX  THE  ROAD. 

We  a'  hae  oor  troubles  in  joggin'  thro'  life, 
Wi'  some  they  are  few,  but  wi'  ithers  they  're  rife, 
An'  we  're  apt  to  mak'  muckle  o'  a'  oor  bit  ills. 
While  rouii'  us  are  mony  waur  aft'  that  oorsel's ; 
An'  tho'  ony  comfort  or  help  we  can  gie 
May  be  very  sma',  in  the  world's  jaundiced  e'e. 
Yet  a  kind  Avord  or  smile  may  aft  lighten  a  load. 
An'  gie  some  puir  neibour  a  lift  on  the  road. 

When  the  road  Ave  maun  gang  is  baith  hilly  an'  rough, 
Whilk  bui'denless  e'en  Avad  be  Aveary  enough ; 
When  mirkness  comes  on  an'  we  've  still  far  to  gang, 
An'  fitsair  an'  trauchled  Ave  stumble  alang, 
Hoo  Avelcome  the  sight  o'  some  neibour  Ave  ken, 
Wha  offers  his  service  as  far  as  he 's  gaun, 
Tak's  half  o'  the  burden,  thus  easin'  the  load. 
An'  quickens  oor  pace  Avi'  a  lift  on  the  road. 

When  a  task  is  on  hand,  or  a  journey  to  foot, 

We  're  aften  gey  sAveer  at  the  first  to  set  oot ; 

For  Ave  dread  the  lang  travel  OAvre  hill  an'  OAvre  muir, 

Wi'  the  bog-holes  an'  pitfa's  that  aft  meet  us  there  : 

But  it 's  a'  in  the  start ;  for,  ance  fair  on  the  Avay, 

We  jog  on  serenely  up  hill  an'  doon  brae ; 

For  tho'  OAAa^e  rough  roads  an'  steep  hills  Ave  maun  plod, 

There 's  aye  the  off-chance  o'  a  lift  on  the  road. 
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It  ne'er  was  intemled,  like  snails  in  their  shells, 
We  should  be  entirely  wrapt  up  in  oorsel's  ; 
That  oor  rise  in  the  warl'  a3e  should  he  owre  the  l)acks 
0'  oor  hrithers  an'  sisters  who  fa"  in  their  tracks. 
For  hoo  aften  a  hand  gi'en  to  help  them  alanjj; 
Wad  start  them  afresh  on  the  road  the}^  maun  ii;ang, 
Till  safe,  thro'  the  succour  thus  timely  bestowed, 
Their  thanks  will  reward  for  a  lift  on  the  road. 

If  the  puir  folk  for  help  had  to  trust  to  tlie  rich, 
1  'm  inclined  to  believe  that  it  wadna  be  much, 
All'  e'en  Avhat  thej'  gie,  is  aft  gi'en,  I  observe. 
As  much  as     ''It's  far  alioon  Avhat  ye  deserve." 
It's  the  puir  help  the  puir  wi'  what  little  they  hae. 
Nor  look  for  reward  for  the  kindness  they  dae  : 
For  they  ken  l>y  exi)erience  hoo  weary  's  the  load, 
An'  hoo  gratefu'  the  aid  o'  a  lift  on  the  road. 

Auld  age  will  come  on  us  Ijefore  we're  aware, 

Wi'  neglect  frae  near  frien's  wlia  ance  promised  sae  fair 

Sae  let  us  ])e  guid  to  the  auld  folks  we  meet, 

For  a  kind  word  or  act  mak's  life's  journey  mair  sweet : 

The  Ititter  will  come,  let  us  strive  as  we  may. 

But  at  least  we  can  help  to  drive  sadness  away  ; 

P^or  oorsel's  yet,  when  eild  comes,  may  look  far  abroad 

In  vain  for  a  kind  welcome  lift  on  the  road. 

All'  whiles,  when  the  daik  clouds  o'  care  aft  as.sail 
The  heart  o'  the  Christian,  an'  doubtin's  prevail, 
Hoo  sune  they  wad  sink  in  the  slough  o'  despair. 
Convinced  that  for  them  there  was  hope  never  mair,  ■ 
Gin  it  were  na  that  some  ane  wi'  far-seein'  e'e, 
Wha  had  struggled  thro"  doubts  to  the  goal  o'  the  fiee. 
Can  point  to  tlie  siller-glint  'yond  the  dark  cloud, 
An'  heavenward  ance  mair  gie  a  lift  on  the  road ! 

Like  the  Maister  when  duon  on  this  warl'  o'  care, 
Aye  ready  the  burdens  o'  puirtith  to  bear, 
The  needy  an'  sufierin'  to  help  oot  the  mire, 
Wi'  a  purpose  that  nae  opposition  could  tire  ; 
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Gang  3'e  in  His  footsteps,  an'  dae  what  ye  can 
To  brichten  the  life  o'  your  puir  fellow-man, 
An"  ye  '11  win  the  approval  an'  smile  o'  your  God, 
That  ye  gied  some  puir  pilgrim  a  lift  on  the  road. 

KISS  AN'  GKEE. 

Eh  I  it  disna  male'  ye  bonnie 

When  your  faces  Avear  a  froon  ; 
I  wad  raither  see  ye  smilin', 

Cheery,  chirpin'  a'  in  tune. 
What  means  a'  the  sulks  an'  glunchin' 

When  ye  should  be  fu'  o'  glee  1 
Stop  your  angry  words  an'  glances  : 

Like  guid  bairnies,  kiss  an'  gree. 

Lovers,  wooin'  in  the  gloamin", 

Happy,  thochtless,  free  frae  care. 
May  your  path  be  aye  as  pleasant. 

May  j'our  sky  be  aye  as  fair ; 
But  gin  jealous  tifts  an'  quarrels 

Part  ye  only  for  a  wee, 
Ere  it  prove  a  life-lang  sorroAv, 

Better  far  to  kiss  an'  gree. 

Frien's  wha  lang  hae  kent  ilk  ither, 

Kindly,  helpfu'  thro'  the  years, 
Hidin'  fau'ts  that  flare  oot  sometimes 

In  the  best  o'  folk's  careers  : 
Ere  the  shadow  o'  a  rupture 

Parts  ye  like  the  surgin'  sea, 
Clasp  the  hand  held  oot  in  frien'ship, 

An'  in  spirit  kiss  an'  gree. 

Young  an'  auld  alike,  ave  mind  ye, 

Trusty,  faithfu'  frien's  are  few  : 
Cherish  them  ye  hae,  an'  never 

Seek  to  wound  a  heart  that 's  true : 
Tho'  ye  think  it  may  be  childish 

Thus  the  same  advice  to  gie, 
Heart-aches  cease,  an'  life's  made  brichter,. 

When,  like  bairns,  ye  kiss  an'  gree. 
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ooK  siDK  ^■|•;T. 

On  !  Aveol  I  iiiiiid  (»>r  lioyliood'.s  days, 

111  winter's  siuiw-clad  scene, 
AVhat  miniic  battles  we  hae  fought 

L'poii  the  village  green  ; 
A\'i"  charge,  an'  storm,  or  bold  assault, 

A\'e  garred  oor  foes  retreat. 
An'  raised  a  shout  o'  victory 

For  oor  side  yet. 

In  simmer  days,  ^\V  shinties  aimed, 

We  made  the  kmu'r  to  Hee, 
An'  never  heeded  clours  or  fa's 

8ae  lang  's  we  hailed  the  tee  ; 
We  j)layed  detei'mined  we  shotdd  win. 

An'  tho'tna  o'  defeat. 
While  aye  we  raised  the  bantam  cry — 

For  oor  side  yet. 

The  warld  's  just  fu'  o'  muckle  bairns 

A'  busy  at  their  games, 
AVhiles  honoural)le,  or  otherwise, 

W'i'  guid  or  seltish  aims  : 
It's  a'  the  same-   they  l)law  their  horns 

The  public  ear  to  get, 
An'  rally  followers  to  their  camps — 

For  oor  side  yet. 

This  game  o'  war,  whilk  nations  play. 

No'  for  their  people's  guid. 
But  greed  an'  grab  -  fresh  lands  annexed, 

Bought  wi'  oor  heroes'  bluid  : — 
AVe  deprecate  these  cruel  wars 

As  needless,  base  ;  an'  yet 
This  jingo  spirit  l)linds  us  a'— 

For  oor  side  yet. 

Even  politics  are  aft  a  game 

Amang  the  cots  an'  ins, 
A  tug-o'-war  for  place  an'  pDWci", 

Xoi'  avc  the  best  that  wins  : 
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They  promise  fair  :  but,  lack-a-day  ! 

Their  words  they  sune  forget, 
While  puir  dekided  followers  cheer — 

For  oor  side  yet. 

The  sects  are  at  it,  tootli  an'  nail, 

Wi'  shibboleth  an'  creed, 
AVhile  aft,  amid  the  din,  the  pair's 

Neglected  in  their  need  : 
The  kirks  will  dae  nae  guid,  while  they 

This  spite  an'  spleen  beget, 
Kin  doon  a'  ither  creeds,  an'  shout — 

For  oor  side  yet. 

AVe  look  abroad  on  ither  lands. 

An'  sometimes  look  wi'  scorn, 
An'  thank  kind  Heaven,  wi'  pridefu'  voice,. 

That  we  are  British  born  ; 
"What  better  are  we  than  the  lave. 

Gin  oor  deserts  we  get  ? 
That  we  should  boast,  an'  crousely  craw — 

For  oor  side  yet. 

Na  1  let  us  simmer  doon  a  bit, 

An'  ken  oor  proper  place, 
Sae  lang  as  we  dae  naething  Avrang 

To  bring  deserved  disgrace  ; 
Let  ignorance  boast,  let  pride  exult. 

As  men  let  us  admit 
The  senselessness  o'  a'  this  cry — 

For  oor  side  vet. 


COME  AW  A'  BEN. 

It's  a  plain,  hamely  sayin',  but  couthie  it  soun's, 
When  ye  gang  in  the  kintra  awa'  frae  the  toons  ; 
Ye  ca'  at  some  auld  thackit  cot  on  the  way, 
An'  spier — "  Hoo  the  guid  folks  are  fettlin'  the  day  ? ' 
Nae  cauldness  or  stiffness  their  manner  betrays. 
Aye  kindly  at  heart  though  unlearned  in  their  ways  • 
"  Oh  !  thank  ye  for  spierin' ;  we  're  geylies,  ye  ken  ; 
Nae  doot  ye  '11  be  weary't,  sae  come  awa'  ben." 
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Wi'  tlie  hungry  or  feeble  tliat  ca'  iit  their  door 
They'll  aye  share  their  wallet,  tho'  scanty  their  store  ; 
There's  a  seat  in  the  neuk  by  the  glint  o'  the  Hie, 
You  're  welcome  to  rest,  gin  rest  ye  require ; 
A  tap  at  the  door,  an'  the  guidwife  will  say, 
"We're  no'  wantin'  onything,  thank  ye,  the  day"  ; 
But  a  second  glance  tells  them  its  some  ane  they  ken. 
An'  it's,  "Hoo're  ye  the  day?"  an'  a  "Comeawa'  ben." 

Oh  !  weel  dae  I  mind  when  I  coorted  my  Jean, 
As  bonnie  a  lassie  as  tripped  owre  the  green  : 
Tho'  aften  we  'd  met  by  the  auld  trystin'  tree. 
To  whisper  oor  love  vows  where  nae  ane  coidtl  see  : 
I  tho't  it  was  time  at  the  anld  folks  to  spier 
For  the  hand  o'  my  lassie  my  fortune  to  share  : 
Sae  wi'  mony  misgivin's  I  gaed  up  the  glen. 
An'  sune  was  invited  to  "Come  awa'  ben." 

I  blushed  an'  I  stammered,  but  1  maiuiged  to  tell 
"  I  was  thinkin'  o'  scttin'  up  hoose  for  mysel' ; 
That  I  'd  fixed  on  their  lass  as  my  helpmate  for  life,"' 
When  the  auld  man  consented,  an'  sae  the  guidwife  : 
Then  I  turned  to  my  lassie  an'  vowed  to  be  true, 
"  My  heart  an'  my  hoose  are  baith  waitin'  for  you. 
An'  gin  ye  like  to  share  them,  there  's  nac  lassie  I  ken 
Wad  be  made  half  as  welcome,  sac  come  awa'  ben." 

Frae  that  day  to  this  we've  had  nocht  to  regret, 
An'  tho'  gettin'  aidd,  we're  just  like  wooers  yet ; 
Oor  bairns  are  aroun'  us,  baith  mensefu'  an'  kind. 
While  oor  happiness  seems  wi'  the  auld  hoose  entwined 
An'  noo,  lookin'  back  owre  the  years  that  hao  gane 
Sin'  the  day  that  I  spicr'd  her  gin  she'd  be  my  ain, 
I  bless  the  auld  folks  wha  unce  lived  in  the  glen. 
An'  their  first  welcome  gi'en  me  to  "Come  awa'  ])en." 

BE  CANNY  Wr  THE  CREAM. 

It's  just  as  muckle's  I  can  mind. 

When  but  a  waddlin'  tot, 
I've  heard  my  worthy  granny  say 

Some  thinirs  I've  ne'er  forgot; 
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An'  thus  m}^  memory  still  retains 

Her  frngal,  thrifty  theme, 
As  owre  oor  hamely  meal  she  'd  say, 

Be  canny  wi'  the  cream. 

The  mind  as  weel  's  the  hody  aye 

Maun  has  its  solid  food. 
An'  trifles  that  may  please  awhile 

Confer  nae  lastin'  good  ; 
Seek  knowledge  that  will  stan'  the  test. 

An'  win  the  warld's  esteem  ; 
But  ne'er  to  pleasure  be  enslaved ; 

Be  canny  wi'  the  cream. 

When  phantom  pleasures  lure  us  on. 

In  i^aths  where  snares  are  rife, 
AVi'  promises  o'  joys  that  fade 

An'  Ijlight  the  charm  o'  life, 
See  that  your  craft  is  safe  an'  soun' 

Ere  that  ye  'tempt  the  stream. 
Nor  venture  far  frae  shore ;  but  aye 

Be  canny  wi'  the  cream. 

The  love-glint  that  lights  up  oor  hearts, 

When  we  are  young  an'  auld, 
If  farmed  owre  free  may  flicker  oot, 

An'  leave  us  in  the  cauld  : 
True  love,  e'en  when  we're  up  in  years, 

Should  be  mair  than  a  dream  ; 
Sae  gin  ye  'd  hae  't  to  last  thro'  life, 

Be  canny  wi'  the  cream. 

Should  passion,  wi'  its  scorpion  whip 

Hid  'neath  a  wreath  o'  flowers, 
Tempt  us  to  lea'  the  narrow^  road 

For  love's  illicit  bowers. 
Think  o'  the  sting  that 's  sure  to  come 

Tho'  a'  may  pleasant  seem  ; 
An'  a'  thro'  life  tak'  heed,  an'  aye 

Be  canny  wi'  the  cream. 
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Aye  try  to  live  within  your  means, 

An'  lay  a  wee  aside, 
Sae  as  to  liae  't  in  darksome  days, 

An'  for  aultl  age  provide  : 
Gin  spendthrift  Avays  see  youth's  luight  days 

Depart,  then,  j)uirtith  gi'ini 
Your  later  life  will  joyless  mak"  ; 

Be  canny  wi'  the  cream. 

Then  just  tak'  tent  while  yet  there 's  time, 

A'  ye  on  pleasure  bent ; 
Seek  that  as  weel  that  wisdom  gies, 

An'  l)rings  ye  sweet  content : 
1  wadna  frown  wi'  jaundiced  e'e. 

An'  sec  ye  sad  or  prim  ; 
But  tak'  ye  this  advice  frae  me — 

Be  cannv  wi'  the  cream. 


HAUD  THE  KAIL  HET. 

What  ploys  an'  pranks  we  used  to  hae 

When  we  were  bairns  at  schule  ! 
What  games  o'  shinty,  hunt  the  hare. 

An'  peerie,  ba',  or  bool ! 
Baith  licht  o'  heart  an'  Hcet  o"  fit, 

We  'd  loup  owre  ditch  or  yett. 
While  woi'ds  o'  cheer  the  laggarils  hear, 

To  hand  the  kail  het. 

An'  this  was  aft  a  motto  gi'en 

For  something  mair  than  })lay  ; 
To  keep  us  at  oor  tasks  at  schule, 

Nor  idle  time  away  ; 
Hoo  we  wad  spur  ilk  ither  on 

When  irksome  sums  were  set. 
Ne'er  to  despair,  but  grind  the  mair. 

An'  baud  the  kail  het. 

When  schulin'  days  were  owie  an'  gane, 

An'  life's  real  work  began. 
That  say  in'  still  wad  urge  us  on, 

In  mony  a  scheme  an'  plan  : 
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Gin  sUimblin'-blocks  were  in  oor  way, 

An'  difficulties  met, 
To  clear  the  road  we  "d  harder  j^lod, 

An'  hand  the  kail  het. 

Eh  !  weel  I  mind  when  love's  first  flame 

Was  waukened  in  my  breast, 
An'  there  was  ane  1  langed  to  win 

I  lo'ed  aboon  the  rest ; 
When  ither  lads  were  wooin'  her, 

I  didna  sulk  or  fret ; 
But  'mang  the  ruck,  I  chanced  my  luck 

To  hand  the  kail  het. 

Where  in  the  race  o'  life  we  find 

That  competition 's  keen, 
We  must  keep  movin'  wi'  the  rest, 

Nor  sit  doon  an'  compleen  ; 
Ne'er  fear,  altho'  the  hill  be  steep. 

The  goal  far  aff  as  yet, 
Keep  up  the  rate,  nor  grow]  at  fate, 

But  hand  the  kail  het. 

I  ve  nae  use  for  that  thowless  breed 

AVha  snail-like  snoove  alang, 
An'  when  ill-luck  owretak's  them,  swear 

The  warl'  is  a'  gane  wrang  ; 
Their  want  o'  push  an'  energy 's 

The  last  thing  they  regret ; 
An'  fail  to  score,  Avhen  ithers  daur 

To  hand  the  kail  het. 

The  langer  that  I  live,  I  see 

This  truth  stands  baulder  oot, 
If  things  are  worth  the  fash  ava, 

We  've  got  to  stir  aboot ; 
It  winna  dae  to  sit  an'  glunch 

When  obstacles  are  met ; 
The  prize  is  there  for  them  wha  dare 

To  hand  the  kail  het. 
16 
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It's  folly  to  rush  ;it  a  thirii^ 

Withoot  baith  thocht  an   tact, 
But  it's  a  greater  blunder  still 

To  think  but  never  act : 
Be  sure  befoi-e  ye  tak'  the  loup 

There  "s  firm  grun'  for  youi-  fit, 
Syne  dae  your  best  an"  trust  the  rest 

Tint  liaiul  tlic  kail  hot. 


(;Kir  NOUR  NETTJJ-:  TKJllT. 

In  a'  the  great  concerns  o'  life, 

An'  e'en  in  snia'  things  tae, 
There's  plenty  aye  to  tax  3'^our  strength. 

An'  baulk  ye  on  your  way ; 
Half-hearted  action  wiinia  dae 

To  hand  ye  in  the  right, 
It  "s  thoroughness  an'  grit  you  need, 

Sae  grip  your  nettle  tight. 

(liii  it  is  work  ye  hae  to  dae 

To  keep  the  hanie  secure, 
To  gain  ilk  day  the  bread  ye  want 

An'  keep  care  frac  your  door  ; 
When  oidy  stern  unflinching  toil 

Brings  in  the  sup  an'  bite. 
There's  nae  time  then  for  idli'  play, 

Sae  grip  your  nettle  tight. 

Gin  troubles  come  to  plague  ye  whiles. 

An'  clouds  o'  care  appear, 
What  need  ye  play  a  coward  s  part, 

An'  shake  wi'  idle  fear  .' 
Face  boldly  up  the  blast  that  comes  : 

Ye  "11  fley  auld  care  wi'  fright, 
If  ye '11  but  daur  the  warst  he  throcps. 

An'  grip  your  nettle  tight. 

The  thocht  o'  some  mishap  to  come 

Will  aft  uiuicrve  ye  mail- 
Than  troubles  that  are  full  in  view, 

An'  hem  ve  fiont  an"  lear  ; 
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Imaginary  troubles  aft, 

An'  real  anes  too,  tak'  flight, 
If  ye  but  hae  the  pluck  in  time 

To  grip  your  nettle  tight. 

Worry  has  had  mair  victims  yet 

Than  either  toil  or  care, 
It  dries  the  joy-springs  o'  the  heart, 

An'  leaves  life  bleak  an'  bare  ; 
P)Ut  what  guid  e'er  did  frettin'  dae 

To  end  or  mend  your  plight  'I 
Keep  aye  a  cheery  heart  thro'  a', 

An'  grip  your  nettle  tight. 

■Gin  scandal  or  ill  words  are  aimed 

To  injure  your  repute, 
When  covert  hints  ye  aften  find 

A  hard  thing  to  refute, 
Face  boldly  up  the  charge,  if  made. 

An'  gie  it  nae  respite  ; 
Ye  '11  squeeze  the  venom  oot  o't,  if 

Ye  grip  your  nettle  tight. 

When  sair  temptation  eggs  us  on 

To  dae  the  thing  that 's  wrang, 
'Or  wander  in  the  paths  of  vice. 

Amid  the  giddy  thrang. 
It  winna  dae  to  toy  wi't,  or 

You  're  sure  to  get  a  bite ; 
But  it  is  harmless  after  a'. 

If  ye  just  grip  it  tight. 

An'  when  your  faith  in  higher  things 

The  shafts  o'  doubt  assail, 
Wi'  truth  in  your  right  hand,  ye  can 

'Gainst  a'  sic  foes  prevail. 
Just  face  the  error  boldly  up, 

An'  drag  it  to  the  light, 
The  sting  o't  ne'er  will  harm  ye,  if 

Ye  grip  your  nettle  tight. 


U  A   i;i;i;\\iiksiiii;k   i'.akii. 
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TllKKK  surely  iiKiuii  l)e  something  wrung, 

All  uwfu"  ;itr  the  stot, 
When  "niang  our  husy  workin   liives 

(Irim  wjint  is  aft  their  lot : 
While  wealth  is  made  by  toil  an"  skill. 

An'  plenty  fills  the  land, 
Starvation  thins  the  workers'  ]>luid, 
An'  aft  unnerves  their  hand  ; 

An  while  they  live  frae  hand  to  nniuth. 

An'  scanty  aft  their  fare, 
W'i"  them  wha  neither  toil  nor  siiin 
It  "s  fill  an"  fetcli  niair. 

\\  hile  weary  days  an'  niehts  are  spent 

To  stem  grim  puirtith"s  tide, 
Sma'  chance  is  there  for  them  to  save, 

An'  for  auld  age  provide  ; 
Wi'  stoopin'  gait  an'  stif!'ened  limbs 

The  aged  toiler  bears 
Tlu^  crush  in'  thot  that  want  an"  wae 
Will  curse  his  closin"  years  : 

Nae  ease  or  comfort  can  they  claim. 

Nae  shield  fi'ae  sordid  care  ; 
Wiiile  wi"  the  drones  wha  they  \'e  enriche 
It  "s  fill  an"  fetch  niair. 

They  ve  robbed  us  o'  oor  common  lands, 

Where  ancc  we  wandered  fiee, 
Wheie  coo  or  cuddy  grazed  at  will. 

An"  bairns  could  spoi-t  in  glee  : 
Noo  we  can  just  look  owre  the  dyke, 

An"  see  what  we  hae  lost 
By  graspin'  hands  wha  claimed  the  lot, 
An'  never  spiered  the  cost. 

They'd  keep  the  sunshine  to  themsol  s. 

They  d  ta.\  ye  for  the  air  ; 
For  to  the  landlords  greedy  maw 
It's  fill  an'  fetch  ni;iir. 
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The  birds  an'  beasts  that  roam  the  muirs 

Are  no  for  you  an'  me  ; 
The  fish  that  seek  the  upland  burns, 

An"  e'en  far  oot  at  sea, 
They  claim  them  a',  an'  hedge  them  roun' 

Wi'  penalties  an'  pains  ; 
The  earth  is  for  the  landlord's  use, 
An'  a'  that  it  contains  ; 

But  you,  ye  ploddin',  common  cre^v. 

They  daur  ye  touch  a  hair  ; 
While  their  desires  ken  nae  restraint, 
But  fill  an'  fetch  mair. 


I  wadna  care  for  wealth  mysel'. 

It  aft  brings  worryin'  care, 
■Gin  I  've  enough  to  dae  my  turn 

An'  help  the  eydent  puir ; 
For  weel  I  ken,  doon  in  the  slums, 

By  circumstances  driven. 
Are  those  wha  Avear  the  pauper's  garb, 
Wi'  souls  as  pure  as  Heaven. 

An'  oh  !  it  mak's  me  grieve  to  see 
That  they  wha  weel  could  spare 
Aft  droon  the  cries  o"  want  an'  wae 
Wi'  fill  an'  fetch  mair. 


This  curse  o'  greed  for  hoardin's  sake 

Dries  up  the  heart's  best  springs, 
8ae  that  in  time  the  joy  ye  had 

In  life's  maist  simple  things 
Is  crushed  beneath  the  sordid  weight 

0'  lucre's  chillin'  drift, 
•Until  there 's  no'  a  shread  o'  soul 
In  all  your  being  left ; 

Xae  generous  feelin's  for  the  weak, 

The  sufterin',  an'  the  puir; 
But  self  the  aim  an'  end  o'  life  : 
Wi'  fill  an'  fetch  mair. 
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An'  whether  its  to  swell  tlieii'  |)iu"se, 

Or  else  to  grease  their  ciu]). 
There's  ;ive  the  miser  ciy  for  niair  ; 

They  ki'iiiKi  when  to  stap ; 
Self  is  their  only  aim  in  life, 
.Self  is  their  vulgar  creed, 
That  may  be  snmmed  uj)  in  a  word — 
Plain,  bald,  unvarnished  greed. 

The  warld  was  made  foi-  their  delight,. 

They  claim  the  biggest  share, 
They  hae  nae  tho't  for  ought  ootside, 
But  fill  an'  fetch  mail'. 


But  there's  anithei-  class  wha  live 

In  shiftless,  spendthrift  ways, 
Wha  never  tak'  a  tho't  hoo  they 
Will  spend  their  closin'  days; 
iMijoyment  for  the  present,  shuts 

The  future  from  their  view, 
An'  then  owre  late  they  mourn  their  fate 
When  a'  their  gear's  run  thro' : 
The  present's  a'  they  care  to  .scan. 

The  morrow  brings  nae  care  ; 
As  lang's  their  bowie  bauds  the  meal 
It's  fill  an'  fetch  mair. 


But  there  will  be  a  reckonin'  day  : 

Tak'  heed,  ye  revellin'  crew, 
If  ye  hae  hopes  beyond  this  life. 

Then  dae  your  duty  noo. 
"I  was  an  hungered "— think  o'  that, 

An'  grasp  the  truth  in  time, 
For  a'  your  specious  quibbles  fail 
When  He  unveils  your  crime  : 

"  ^'e  fed  me  not"     an'  never  tho't 

()'  dutj'  to  the  puir  ; 
Ve  had  youi-  Dives  day.  wha's  creed 
A\"as  fill  an'  fetcli  mair. 
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Then  j'^e  wha  wear  the  threadlxare  garb 

An'  live  frae  hand  to  mouth, 
Hae  faith  that  right  will  yet  prevail, 

An'  error  bow  to  truth  ; 
But  ye  maun  dae  your  part  to  bring 

This  happ3'  state  aboot, 
When  they  wha  toil  an'  plant  the  seed 
Shall  likewise  eat  the  fruit ; 

Then  there  will  be  nae  achin'  hearts 

Or  hopeless,  starvin'  puir, 
When  labour  stoutly  danr  refuse 
To  fill  an'  fetch  mair. 


THE  MORN'S  ANITHER  DAY. 

It  's  human  nature  after  a' 

To  see  life's  darkest  side, 
Tho'  there  are  cheery  natures,  wha 

Are  blithe  whatever  betide  : 
The}"  coort  the  sunshine  when  it  comes, 

An'  keep  cauld  care  at  bay  : 
They  live  in  hope,  for  aye  they  ken 

The  morn 's  anither  day. 

When  life  has  donned  its  l)lackest  hue 

An'  a'  is  bleak  dismay  ; 
While  every  avenue  ye  seek 

Shows  ne'er  ae  cheerin'  ray  : 
Ne'er  mind  what  croakers  prophesy 

0"  comin'  dool  an'  wae. 
Nor  count  your  cares  before  they  come- 

The  morn 's  anither  day. 

When  Ijusiness  ti'oubles  rack  the  brain 

An'  breakers  loom  aheid, 
When  day  an'  nicht  nae  rest  you  get, 

An'  comin'  storms  ye  dread ; 
Keep  peggin'  on,  an'  mind  that  fret 

An'  worry  winna  pay  ; 
There 's  aye  some  glint  ayont  the  mirk 

The  morn 's  anither  day. 
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Vour  toil  may  l)i'iii_i;-  but  snia'  i-eward, 

But  i)uirtitli,  pinch,  an'  want, 
The  ootlook  (Ireaiy,  chill,  an'  dark. 

The  .stootest  lieart  luicht  daunt  ; 
To  fell  despair  an'  discontent 

It 's  uae  use  to  gie  way  ; 
Brace  up,  a  change  may  be  at  hand — 

The  morn  's  anither  day. 

Gin  ye  hae  tint  your  lass,  an"  think 

That  life  has  gane  a-gee, 
There 's  maybe  yet  a  truer  heart 

That  fain  wad  comfort  ye  ; 
Ne'er  mourn  the  jaud  that's  thrawn  ye  owre, 

•  hist  let  her  tak"  her  wa}', 
\  e  11  thank  her  fort,  an'  woo  again — 

The  morn  "s  anithn-  ^ay. 

The  disappointments  that  we  meet 

Are  apt  to  mak"  us  fret  ; 
But  what  "s  the  guid  1     To  pine  an"  sigh 

Neer  mended  matters  yet. 
Keep  aye  a  stoot  heart  to  the  warst 

That  ill-luck  blaws  your  way  ; 
The  darkest  hour's  afore  the  dawn 

The  morn  s  anither  day. 

Up  then,  an'  storui  the  forts  o'  care 

That  seem  to  block  youi'  path, 
Nor  heed  the  murky  sky,  or  list 

The  tempest's  chillin'  wrath  ; 
Aye  mind  the  calm  succeeds  the  gale, 

An'  clears  the  mists  away  ; 
Sae  live  in  hope  whate'er  betide — 

The  morn  's  anither  dav. 


IT  s  iiAKDLV  woirrii  ^u^l;  wiiilk. 

W'liAiKKK  you  dae,  be  sui-e  you're  richt, 
An'  then  gang  sti-aucht  ahcid. 

An"  dae  your  part,  whaeer  ma}  d(jot 
The  motive  o'  your  deed  ; 
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But  if  a  selfish,  warldly  aim 

Is  a'  for  which  ye  toil, 
The  after-come  will  surely  prove 

It 's  hardly  Avorth  your  while. 

Hoc  true  it  is  that  gathered  gear, 

When  got  in  crooked  ways, 
Will  sune  tak'  wing,  or  prove  a  curse 

An'  blast  your  later  days  : 
If  you  think  happiness  is  bought 

By  heapin'  up  the  pile, 
You  '11  find  oot  to  your  cost,  ere  lang, 

It 's  hardly  worth  your  while. 

If  that  pure  love  which  wedlock  brings 

(Or  should,  at  least  if  true) 
Be  but  a  mercenary  scheme 

Wi'  selfish  ends  in  view. 
If  you  think  you  can  reckon  on 

The  warld's  approvin'  smile. 
Or  ask  Heaven's  blessin'  on  your  hame. 

It 's  hardly  worth  your  while. 

Where  pious  speech  and  conduct  is 

For  business  ends  put  on, 
While  harmless  joys  ye  deprecate 

Wi'  sanctimonious  groan  ; 
AVhen  ready  tears,  aye  on  the  tap. 

Stream  a  la  crocodile, 
Gin  ye  think  that  the  world 's  deceived, 

It 's  hardly  worth  your  while. 

Where  scenes  o'  sufferin'  meet  your  gaze, 

An'  puirtith's  piteous  cry 
Rings  in  your  ears,  you  shut  them  oot. 

An'  proudly  pass  them  by  ; 
If  pure  humanity  ye  scorn 

As  vulgar,  mean,  an'  vile. 
An'  think  your  duty  you  hae  dune. 

It's  hardly  worth  your  while. 
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The  wurld  is  fu'  o'  pitfa's  th;it 

Will  t;ix  your  wit  to  shun, 
E'en  when  you  seek  to  steer  your  course 

Wi'  i^uitlance  frae  aboon  ; 
But  if  in  your  ain  strength  you  pride, 

An'  heaven's  aid  revile, 
Some  ugly  fa's  will  yet  remind  — 

It 's  hardly  worth  your  while. 

Tak'  tent  then,  ere  it  he  owrc  late. 

An'  ne'ei'  be  proud  or  hie, 
An'  gin  ye  fa' — as  will  the  best — 

Let  that  a  lesson  be 
For  future  conduct,  'mang  life's  ruts. 

Or  help  owre  fortune's  stile  ; 
But  to  sit  doon  an'  mourn  yonr  fate — 

It 's  hardly  worth  your  while. 


LOOK   WIIEKE  VOU'EE  GAUN. 

Skk  the  bairnies  at  play  as  they  loup  an'  they  rin. 
Or  play  keek-a-boo  as  they  jouk  oot  an'  in, 
A'  heedless  o'  dangeis  that  lie  in  their  way, 
As  careless  an'  thochtless  their  wayward  feet  stray 
Till  a  stang  frae  the  nettles,  a  jag  frae  the  thorn. 
Or  daidlies  or  l)reeks  wi'  some  hidden  nail  torn  : 
Or  maybe,  when  slap  i'  the  glaur  they  hae  faun, 
They  "re  aften  reminded  to  look  where  they're  gaun. 

What  are  we  but  bairnies  o'  bigger  degree, 

An'  aft  as  canisteerie  as  younkers  can  be  ; 

Aft  reckless  o'  dangers  that  lie  in  oor  road. 

An'  no'  takin'  heed  e'en  where  ithers  hae  trod  ? 

We  learn  the  same  lesson  agiiin  an'  again, 

Whiles  aften  impressed  wi'  some  measure  o'  pain. 

Till,  brocht  up  fu"  sudden,  we  sune  undcrstan" 

That  to  steer  in  the  right  we  maiui  look  where  we're  gaun. 

\\  hut  puir  feckless  creatures  we  are  at  the  best, 
Frae  the  time;  that  we  first  ventuie  oot  o'  the  nest, 
To  the  frail  totterin'  step  that  tells  natiu-e's  decay. 
An    we  tiinl  the  road  rough  near  the  fit  o"  the  bi-ae  ! 
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Oor  lang  life's  experience  at  niaist  has  been  lost, 

For  we  ne'er  seem  to  learn  frae  the  dangers  we  've  crossed, 

An'  Ave  still  fum'le  on  an'  get  upset  an'  thrawn, 

An'  we  've  need  o'  the  counsel  to  look  where  we  're  gaun. 

Hey  !  hand  up,  my  man,  ye  look  cheery  an'  bricht 
As  ye  travel  alang  in  the  sun's  glancin'  licht ; 
But  dintia  just  count  on  aye  ha'ein"  owreheid 
The  sun's  warm  glint,  or  bauld  signposts  to  read  ; 
For  the  mirk 's  sure  to  come,  whether  welcome  or  no'. 
An'  gin  ye  wad  be  safe,  just  gang  cautious  an'  slow. 
Or  ye  may  get  benighted  an'  lost,  till  the  dawn 
Ance  mair  gies  the  hint  just  to  look  where  you're  gaun. 

If  pleasure  is  a'  that  ye  live  for,  beware  ! 

For  "neath  the  blown  roses  lurks  many  a  snare ; 

The  present  may  be  a'  that  ye  can  desire. 

But  think  on  the  time  when  o'  pleasure  you '11  tire, 

You  '11  wish  you  could  just  hae  the  time  owre  again, 

An'  hae  to  confess  that  your  chances  were  vain ; 

Sae,  if  ye  AA^ad  be  safe  Avhen  life's  curtain  is  draAvn, 

Let  judgment  hae  scope,  an'  just  look  Avhere  you're  gaun. 

Gin  the  road  o'  ambition  be  that  Avhich  ye  seek, 

Or  a  fame  that  may  reach  you  besmirched  wi'  the  reek  ; 

Or  love,  that  ye  think  Avill  set  life  a'  agloAv, 

An'  you'd  stake  a'  you  hae  for  ae  smile  o"  your  jo  ; 

Or  Avealth,  for  its  ain  sake,  or  Avhat  it  can  bring. 

An'  you  think  you  A\^ad  just  be  as  happy 's  a  king : 

There,  stop  ye  an'  think  gin  the  great  o'  the  Ian' 

Are  as  happy  's  ye  think,  an'  just  look  Avhere  you're  gaun. 

There  is  something  aboon  an'  ayont  Avarldly  care 

That  the  rich  canna  filch  frae  the  lives  o'  the  puir ; 

There  's  a  Avealth  o'  contentment  that  springs  frae  the  heart 

That  the  humblest  can  OAvn  gin  he  '11  act  but  his  part : 

But  e'en  in  the  struggle  to  reach  that  safe  goal 

There  's  mony  a  back-set  the  bravest  maun  thole  ; 

An'  if  ye  Avi'  contentment  the  future  Avad  scan, 

Let  your  life-maxim  be,  aye  to  look  AA^here  you're  gaun. 
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At  c  I'll,  wlu'ii  life's  sunset  is  merged  in  the  mist, 

An'  ye  wait  Iml  the  ca'  to  the  lang-looked-for  rest 

Frae  the  struggles  an'  cares  that  hae  marked  your  life  thro', 

An'  yt)ur  faith  will  the  day-dreams  o'  life's  spring  renew. 

Let  (loots  an   |)ei'|>lexities  crowd  as  they  ma}', 

Keep  the  souls  e'e  aye  Hxed  on  a  yet  hrichter  day — 

A  day  that  will  ken  neither  siuiset  nor  dawn. 

As  the  promised  reward  gin  ye  look  where  you  're  gaun. 

MAii:  THE  MUILX. 

W'li  \r's  the  use  o'  sittin'  whinin' 

At  the  lot  we  hae  to  dree  ? 
A'  oor  grief  is  niair  than  useless 

(lin  we  11  onl}'  thiidv  a  wee  ; 
We  had  better  thole  the  present, 

Nourishin'  a  hope  inborn, 
That  tho'  present  joys  hae  vanished, 

There  will  may-be  mair  the  morn. 

We  hae  struggled  thro'  the  winter 

To  the  gladness  o"  the  spring, 
We  hae  l)anished  care  an"  sorrow 

Till  oor  hearts  are  like  to  sing  ; 
Tho'  to-day  there's  gloom  an'  mirkness 

Everywhere  we  like  to  turn. 
An'  the  sunshine's  in  the  bai'kground  ; 

^^ Ccl,  thei'c  may-be  m.iii-  llie  morn. 

Catch  the  sunbeams  as  they  tiicker, 

Nurse  your  joys  as  l)est  you  can  ; 
Aye  to  seek  the  gloomy  reaches 

Ne'er  contented  ony  man  : 
(jrin  there  be  the  faintest  glimmer, 

Seek  it  oot ;  nor  treat  wi'  scoiii 
Ony  faint  rays  strugglin'  earthward, 

For  there  may-be  mair  the  morn. 

Oh,  boo  aften  Hope  eludes  us, 

An'  we  ken-iia  where  to  steer 
Foi'  a  word  or  look  o"  comfort 

rimt  will  biin'i  a  'dint  o'  cheer! 


MAIR   THE   MORN.  253^ 

Hoo  we  scan  life's  wide  horizon, 

An'  the  sma'est  glow  discern, 
Bringin'  e'en  a  little  promise, 

Wi'  a  hope  o'  mair  the  morn. 

AVhen  we  2;et  at  times  disheartened 

That  oor  efforts  ne  er  succeed, 
Tho'  we  dae  oor  best  an'  bravest. 

Failure  seems  to  loom  aheid  ; 
Dinna  slacken  in  your  purpose, 

Treat  a'  croakers'  bodes  wi"  scorn  ; 
Gin  success  but  comes  in  dreepin's, 

Trust  there  may-be  mair  the  morn. 


Sometimes  e'en  the  sma'est  trouble 

Fairly  seems  to  weigh  us  doon  ; 
Vet,  when  cares  heap  up  the  measure. 

Block  oor  path,  an'  hedge  us  roun', 
We  get  roused  frae  oot  oor  dazement 

Kennin'  that  the  tide  may  turn. 
An'  the  wee-est  joy 's  a  l)lessin' 

That  foreshadows  mair  the  morn. 

A'  the  frettin',  a'  the  Avon-y, 

Winna  turn  a  thread  that's  wrang; 
It  will  only  bring  the  wrinkles 

An'  the  stoopin'  gait  ere  lang : 
Sae,  gin  ye  can  warsle  thro'  it. 

Let  misfortune  blaw  her  horn. 
That  s  the  tune  the  Auld  Coo  died  o'  ; 

Laugh,  an'  look  for  mair  the  morn. 

Up  an'  at  it  then  wi'  vigour, 

"  Never  let  the  Gregor  doon  "  ; 
Face  the  warld's  storms  an'  l)uffets. 

An'  defy  your  cares  a'  I'oun' : 
Soon  you  '11  see  them  at  the  gallop, 

A'  their  jaggin'  prickles  shorn. 
Like  the  mists  that  rise  an'  vanish 

When  the  sunshine  comes  at  morn. 
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A   MAN   AK()I:K  \()l  I:   Mill  IKK. 

LaN(;syne,  when  but  a  baini  at  schule, 

Gey  dull  at  lesson  learnin', 
Aft  ciivyin'  them  wi'  brichter  pairts 

The  maister's  praises  earnin' ; 
Am"  weel  I  mind  my  first  success, 

I  passed  aboon  anither  ; 
He  clajjped  my  heid,  an"  said,  "  NOu  11  be 

A  man  afore  your  mither." 

I  took  his  words  as  kindl}'  gi'en, 

An"  strove  to  win  his  praises  ; 
For  then  I  didna  understan' 

The  meanin  o  sic  phrases  ; 
But  a'  the  same,  it  spurred  me  on 

Mair  knowledge  yet  to  gather, 
Determined  that  I  yet  wad  be 

A  man  afore  my  mither. 

May-be  my  schulemates  keiinud  the  joke, 

An'  lauched  at  sic  a  greeny. 
Yet  I  was  in  real  earnest  then, 

Tho'  but  a  toddlin"  weanie  ; 
Sae,  let  them  lauch  as  lang  s  they  like, 

I  let  them  rin  their  tether. 
An'  set  mysel"  to  strive  an"  1)e 

A  man  afore  my  mither. 

Oor  stern  auld  dominie  was  ane 

We  seldom  kenned  to  utter 
A  word  o"  cheer  when  ane  did  weel, 

Or  urged  thcju  to  do  better; 
An'  when  he  did  unbend  a  wee 

To  pat  you  on  the  shouther, 
His  owrc-come  aye  was  this,  "  You  11  l)e 

A  man  afore  yoiu"  mither."' 

AVhen,  aulder  grown,  I  heard  the  phrase 

An'  understood  its  meanin', 
I  never  thocht  I  had  been  fuled. 

Nor  gaed  aboot  compleenin' ; 
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I  just  turned  roun'  an'  tell't  the  same 

To  mony  a  younger  brither, 
"It's  tn;e  eneuch,  my  bairn,  you  "11  be 

A  man  afore  your  mither. 

Sin'  then  I  've  aften  thocht,  altho' 

The  words  may  be  deceivin', 
There  's  mony  a  bairn  been  urged  to  strive 

When  fickle  tasks  Avere  grievin' ; 
'Twas  weel  they  kent  nae  better,  but 

Were  helped  like  mony  anither, 
Wi'  that  sure  prophecy,  "You'll  be 

A  man  afore  your  mither." 

Sae  lang  's  it  helps  the  bairnies  on, 

An'  cheers  their  first  endeavours, 
I  '11  ne'er  let  on,  nor  mak'  them  think 

It 's  only  senseless  havers  ; 
They  '11  soon  find  oot,  as  time  rins  on, 

'Mid  wark  an'  cares  together  ; 
Sae  strive,  my  bairnies,  sti'ive  to  be 

A  man  afore  your  mither. 


AT  THE  RICH  MAN'S  DOOR. 

We  envy  aft  the  rich  an'  great,  an'  think  their  life  a'  bliss, 
That  a'  their  lines  rin  smoothly,  an'  there 's  naething  gangs 

amiss ; 
But  yet  the  rosy-cheekit  fruit 's  whiles  wormy  at  the  core, 
An'  there  's  aye  a  slipperj'^  stane  at  ilka  rich  man's  door. 

0'  a'  life's  cares  an'  troubles  they  hae  just  to  tak'  their 
„,,  T)!"'''^-'  share, 

An'  puirtith's  lot  is  aftentimes  mair  free  fiae  sordid  care  ; 
For  wealth  brings  mony  worries  they  are  fated  to  endure. 
An'  there's  aye  a  slippery  stane  at  ilka  rich  man's  door. 

Then  there  are  aft  temptations  that  the  puir  ken  nocht 

aboot, 
An'  sinfu'  pleasures  toyed  wi'  they'd  be  better  far  without; 
While  simple,  pure  enjoyments  aye  mair  lastin'  peace  secure. 
For  there 's  aye  a  slippery  stane  at  ilka  rich  man's  door. 
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The  things  tluit  bring  iii.iisL  pleasiiir  ;iiv  w  li.it  I  leiiven  h;is 

gi'en  lis  free, 
All'  natixre's  trejisuies  spread  aroun"  are  sent  for  ymi  an" 

me : 
They  canna  shut   tlic  snnsliine  oot  :  tho\  gin  thcv  had  the 

power, 
Sma'  glints  indeed  wad  ever  reach  the  pnir  mans  (hior. 

din  i)uirtitli  gets  a  tiim'le,  weeh  it  hasna  far  to  fa', 
An'  aft  escapes  wi"  little  scaith  that  scarcely  hurts  ava  : 
But  when  the  proud  folk  coiii)  the  crei^l  they  get  an  awfn' 

clour, 
For  there's  aye  a  slippery  stane  at  ilka  rich  niaii  s  door. 

Altho"  the  puir  aft  tind  it  hard  to  manage  hite  an'  sup. 

Or  week   to   week   mak"   baith   ends   meet   an'  keep  their 

credit  up  ; 
Vet  lang  as  wark  is  plentifii'  their  crowdie  is  secure, 
While  there's  aye  a  slippery  stane  at  ilka  rich  man's  door. 

^■ou 've  heard  it  said  that  riches  may   tak'   wings  an    tiee 

awa , 
An'  high  folk  when  they  tint  their  gear  just  founder  wlierc 

they  fa' ; 
No  like  the  man   wha  haiiis  his  wealth,  they  canna   tide  it 

owre. 
An'  the  slippery  stane  seems  slippeiier  at    the  rich   mans 

door. 

When  some  liy   Fortune's  windfa'  get    a    heizo   up  in   the 

warl' 
.Vboon  the  heids  o'  nciboui's  wha  maun   still  drag  |)uirliths 

harl, 
I'rosperitv  aft  proves  a  curse  when  dootfu'  pleasures  lure  : 
An'  there  s  aye  a  slippery  stane  at  ilka  rich  man's  dooi'. 

Then  dinna  covet  what  they  hae.  or  their  exalted  place  ; 
For  a'  their  great  ad\antages  aft  lands  them  in  disgrace  : 
(4iii  principle  is  watitin'  they  are  sure  to  bite  the  stoiir. 
For  there's  aye  a  slippery  stane  at  ilka  rich  man's  door. 
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SIMMER  FRIEN'S. 


Life  is  dreich  eneuch  an'  dreary, 

Sae  the  mair  we  prize  a  frien' 
When  the  smiles  o'  fickle  fortune 

Are  baith  few  an'  far  atween  ; 
Kindly  hearts  that  share  your  sorrows,. 

Help  you  frae  their  scanty  means, 
Cheer  you  vvi'  their  words  o'  comfort; 

These  are  true  an'  trusty  frien's. 

There  are  plenty  ever  ready, 

When  you  hae  a  fav'rin'  breeze. 
To  admire,  an'  fawn,  an'  flatter, 

Aye  as  mealy-mou'd  ye  please  : 
See  them  when  your  bark's  in  trouble,. 

An'  her  timmer  creaks  an'  streins. 
They  're  awa'  to  smoother  waters  ; 

Vain  your  trust  in  Simmer  frien's. 

When  your  balance  at  the  banker's 

Totals  up  a  guidly  sum. 
You  've  nae  need  to  whistle  for  them,. 

Uninvited,  here  they  come  ; 
AVhile  they  're  treated  at  your  table 

In  your  heyday  festive  scenes, 
Wha  could  then  believe  hoo  hollow 

Are  the  vows  o'  Simmer  frien's  1 

Aye  !  but  should  you  hae  a  dooncome, 

An'  you  hae  to  pinch  an'  hain. 
They  're  conspicuous  by  their  absence  ;. 

Faith,  you  '11  look  for  them  in  vain. 
A'  your  kindness  is  forgotten  ; 

You  may  beg  for  wife  an'  weans. 
They  're  awa'  an'  owre  the  Borders 

Like  the  lave  o'  Simmer  frien's. 

You  '11  repent  it,  gin  you  trust  them 
Ere  their  honest  worth  you  prove,. 

An'  you  find  their  protestations 
Only  spell  oot  cupboard  love. 
17 


258  A  I!Ki;\\I('Ksiiii:k  i;.\i:i). 

When  you  liae  to  plan  an'  reckon 
Hoc  to  nurse  your  scanty  means, 

Sune  they  "11  sec  you  've  nocht  to  gie  them, 
An'  you  '11  lose  your  Simmer  fi-icn's. 

You  an'  I,  I  wat,  hae  met  them 

Thick  as  haws  in  harvest  time, 
Aye  sae  smilin',  aye  sae  gracious. 

While  your  prospects  loom  oot  prime  : 
Reckoned  at  their  fullest  value, 

They  're  no'  worth  a  raw  o'  preens  ; 
Hearts  wi'  selfishness  encrusted 

Turn  oot  ever  Simmer  frien's. 

Ye  can  aye  hae  p]ent\'  roun"  ye 

When  the  prosiject  's  fair  aheid, 
Wha  will  turn  tail  an'  desert  ye 

In  your  anxious  time  o'  need  : 
In  this  life's  stern  uphill  liuttle, 

Daily  waged  for  wife  an'  weans, 
For  a  han'  to  help  you  onwards 

Dinna  trust  to  Simmer  frien's. 

When  ye  find  a  right  guid  Uillie, 

Stick  to  him,  he  's  worth  it  a" ; 
For  ye  can  rely  wi'  safety 

On  his  help,  hooever  sma" : 
Maybe  he 's  no'  much  to  pairt  wi". 

But  that  little 's  freely  gi'en, 
Wi'  nae  thocht  o'  favours  seekin' ; 

He's  a  leal  an"  faithfu"  frion'. 

An'  beware  o'  then»  wha  "re  ever 

Ready  wi'  their  words  o'  praise, 
Wha  can  see  nae  fau'ts,  but  owre  y^)\u• 

Sma'est  virtues  mak"  a  phraise  ; 
An'  where'er  your  course  may  tak'  you, 

In  your  ain  ban's  keep  the  reins ; 
Better  far  ae  faithfu"  neibonr 

Than  a  host  o'  Simmer  frien's. 
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IT  'S  A  SAIR  THING  TROUBLE. 

There  are  few  upon  this  footstool 

That  can  claim  exemption  sure 
Frae  the  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to, 

And  the  trials  we  maun  endure ; 
For  tho'  ilka  ane's  experience 

Is  as  varied  as  can  be, 
It 's  a  sair  thing  trouble 

When  the  warst  ye  hae  to  dree. 

Ye  may  gather  wealth  in  go w  pens 

That  ye  kenna  hoo  to  spend, 
An'  ye  want  for  naething  earthly. 

Yet  it  canna  buy  a  friend  ; 
An'  should  ye  hae  a  dooncome. 

An'  ye  fairly  lose  your  grup. 
It 's  a  sair  thing  trouble 

When  there  's  nane  to  help  ye  up. 

We  seldom  think  o'  stintin' 

Against  puirtith  to  secure, 
An'  we  fairly  seemed  to  revel 

When  the  moothpock  's  rinnin'  owre  ; 
But  when  we  've  reached  the  bottom. 

An'  oor  last  provision  's  shared. 
It 's  a  sair  thing  trouble 

When  ye  're  no'  owre  weel  prepared. 

There  are  times  in  oor  life's  journey 

When  the  sky  gets  overcast, 
When  we  reel  an'  stagger  under 

Misfortune's  cauldrife  blast. 
When  we  see  nae  glint  o'  sunshine 

Thro'  the  mists  an'  fogs  o'  care. 
It 's  a  sair  thing  trouble 

When  alane  your  grief  you  bear. 

When  we  look  for  help  or  succour 

To  tide  us  owre  the  warst. 
To  friends  we  used  to  swear  by 

Wha  in  promises  were  first ; 


260  A  i;ki:nvi('Ksiiikk  liAiiu. 

They  are  gaiio  like  spring's  first  blossoms 
When  the  frost  has  settled  keen  ; 

It's  a  sair  thing  trouble 

"When  ye  're  left  to  strive  your  lane. 

Oh  !  the  hollowness  an'  shammin' 

That  surrounds  us  every  day  ; 
We  never  seem  to  gauge  it 

Till  misfortune  blocks  oor  way  : 
An'  we  look  in  vain  around  us 

For  a  look  or  word  o'  cheer ; 
It 's  a  sair  thing  trouble 

When  your  lanely  course  you  steer. 

E'en  the  rich  are  no  exempt  frae  't 

Ony  mair  than  puirer  folk  ; 
Trouble  comes  to  high  an'  lowly, 

An'  we  a'  maun  bear  the  yoke  : 
Aye  !  we  a'  meet  on  a  level 

When  oor  hearts  are  stuiuicd  wi'  grief  ; 
It's  a  sair  thing  trouljle 

E'en  when  wealth  brings  nae  relief. 

But  gin  ye  hae  faith  to  lippen 

To  the  word  o'  promise  gi'en, 
That  your  every  pang  is  noted 

An'  your  every  tear  is  seen  ; 
Ye  can  look  beyond  the  present 

To  a  time  when  grief  shall  end, 
While  there's  AneWill  share  your  troubles 

As  a  true  and  faithful  friend. 


AT  THE  HEEL  0'  THE  HUNT. 

It  's  a  maxim  that 's  true  o'  a'  countries  an'  climes, 
To  succeed,  ye  maun  try  to  keep  pace  wi'  the  times 
For  if  ithers  push  past  ye  an'  get  to  the  front, 
You'll  tin'  yoiu-.sel'  left  at  the  heel  o'  the  hunt. 

We  mauiuia  look  back  on  the  past  wi'  its  ways, 
Content,  like  oor  forebears,  to  tak'  things  wi'  ease ; 
We  aye  maun  be  ready  to  share  in  life's  brunt, 
Or  languish  ahint  at  the  heel  o'  the  hunt. 
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In  a'thing  we  dae,  we  will  fin'  this  is  true, 
Whether  business  or  study  the  path  we  pursue  ; 
Gin  we  lag  in  the  race,  then  aside  we  maun  shunt, 
An'  be  fated  to  drag  at  the  heel  o'  the  hunt. 

In  this  age  o'  progression  things  move  like  a  flash, 
An'  sometimes  Ave  need  baith  the  spur  an'  the  lash  : 
Nae  maitter  what  obstacles  we  maun  confront. 
It  means  winnin'  the  race, — or  the  heel  o'  the  hunt. 

"  A  faint  heart  ne'er  won  " — weel,  ye  ken  the  auld  saw, 
Tho'  coortin  's  no'  tied  doon  to  method  or  law ; 
But  the  slow,  cautious  wooer  will  get  leave  to  grunt, 
An'  mourn  a'  his  lane  at  the  heel  o'  the  hunt. 

Then  be  up  an'  daein'  whate'er  be  your  lot ; 
Be  eydent,  an'  mak'  for  your  mark  like  a  shot ; 
Keep  the  goal  in  your  e'e  as  ye  push  to  the  front. 
Or  mak'  up  your  min'  for  the  heel  o'  the  hunt. 


NEVER  GO  BACK  ON  A  FRIEND. 

As  you  journey  through  life,  though  the  road  may  be  rough. 

And  Avith  trouble  you  have  to  contend. 
True  friendship  Avill  smooth  all  the  crosses  you  meet. 

So  never  go  back  on  a  friend. 

Let  brotherly  love  be  your  motto  where'er 

A  kind-hearted  neighbour  3'ou  find  ; 
For  firm  true  affection  is  rare  in  this  Avorld, 

So  never  go  back  on  a  friend. 

If  once  he  was  wealthy,  but  now  broken  doAvn, 

And  his  riches  all  gone  like  the  Avind ; 
Though  poor,  if  his  heart  be  as  true  as  of  yore, 

Then  never  go  back  on  a  friend. 

When  calumny  raises  a  cry  'gainst  his  name. 

To  scandal  an  ear  never  lend  ; 
Always  speak  a  good  Avord,  or  say  nothing  at  all. 

And  neA^er  go  back  on  a  friend. 
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Always  stretch  out  ;i  liaiid  to  those  in  distress, 
But  an  empty  hand  iwwv  extend  ; 

Advice  may  be  good,  Imt  the  liungry  'twonl  till, 
So  never  go  l)ack  on  a  friend. 

So  remember  Avherever  your  lot  may  be  ca.st. 
Let  your  motto  be,  "leal  to  the  end," 

And  you  '11  never  have  cause  to  mourn  the  loss 
Of  a  good,  honest,  true-hearted  friend. 


IT'S  A'  THE  SAME  TO  ME. 

Let  fortune  smile  or  fortune  froon. 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me  ; 
I  never  let  my  spirits  doon, 

But  lauch  wi'  hearty  glee  : 
Auld  care  gangs  doiterin'  by  my  door, 
He  daurna  show  his  nose  oot  owre  ; 
Nae  matter  though  he  glunch  an'  glower. 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me. 

Tho'  I  hae  neither  lands  nor  gear. 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me  ; 
I  've  something  that  I  baud  mair  dear 

Than  a'  that  wealth  can  gie  : 
I  toil  alang  for  what  I  hae, 
Tho'  that  l)Ut  serves  frae  day  to  day  ; 
An'  while  grim  puirtith  kee])s  away, 

It's  a'  the  sann'  to  me. 

The  rich  ride  past  in  gilded  state, 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me  ; 
I  jog  alang  my  humble  gate, 

Tho'  rough  the  road  may  be  : 
I  note  the  chaiiii  that  nature  flings 
Owre  vale  an'  hill,  the  l)ir(l  that  sings  ; 
^^"hile  free  to  share  sic  pleasin'  things, 

It's  a'  the  same  to  me. 

I  hae  nae  hankerin'  after  fame, 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me  ; 
Let  ithers  rise  an'  male'  a  name, 

T  11  cast  nae  envious  e'e : 
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But  in  my  place  I  '11  be  content, 
An'  count  my  days  an'  years  weel  spent ; 
If  free  frae  woe,  an'  safe  frae  want, 
It 's  a'  the  same  to  me. 

I  never  heed  what  neibours  say, 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me ; 
I  never  care  what  ithers  dae, 

I  let  the  boddies  be  : 
Gin  they  '11  but  keep  their  ain  gate  en'. 
An'  lea'  me  to  jog  on  my  lane, 
0'  them  an'  theirs  I  '11  ne'er  complain, 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me. 

Gin  Maggie  gies  me  the  go-bye, 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me  ; 
I'll  treat  her  just  as  saucily, 

An'  let  the  lassies  be  : 
Gin  she  can  fin'  anither  jo 
To  lo'e  her  better,  what  for  no' ; 
She  's  free  to  choose  her  laddie  0, 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me. 

Tho'  frien'ship  flit  like  morning  dew, 

It 's  a'  the  same  to  me ; 
I  '11  sune  tin'  ithers,  leal  an'  true. 

To  share  life's  joys  wi'  me  : 
If  them  that  I  hae  trusted  lang 
Get  cauld  as  ice,  there 's  something  wrang  ; 
I  '11  ne'er  tak'  tent  the  road  they  gang, 

It's  a'  the  same  to  me. 


THE  MORN  WE  NEVER  SAW. 

That  thief.  Procrastination, 

Maun  hae  mony  a  hearty  laugh 
When  he  sees  us  unco  ready 

Ony  duty  to  put  aflf. 
What  does't  matter — thus  we  reason — 

If  we  lose  an  hour  or  twa  1 
We  can  mak'  it  up  the  morn ; 

But  the  moTU  we  never  saw. 
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Hoo  we  waste  the  precious  minutes 

Till  they  stretch  oot  into  hoors, 
An"  forget  the  weel-thunibed  maxim 

That  the  present  time  is  oors  : 
We  are  lavish  o'  a  treasure 

That  we  never  can  reca', 
Tho'  we  aft  re-hear  the  adage, 

That  the  morn  we  never  saw. 

AVeel !  there's  maybe  some  excuse  fort, 

When  the  task  we  hae  to  dae 
Isna  just  sae  awfu'  pleasant, 

An'  we  shun  t  as  lang's  we  may  ; 
But  gin  we  are  hound  to  face  it, 

Tak'  the  jol)  on  richt  awa', — 
\\  ait  na  that  convenient  season 

On  the  morn  ye  never  saw. 

Is  it  business  care  that  worries, 

An'  ye  hope  'gainst  hope  that  sune 
That  everlastin'  Imrdcn 

()"  hard  times  will  change  its  tune  1 
It  will  oidy  come  by  ettbrt ; 

Put  3our  buck  against  the  wa'. 
An'  tak'  time  by  the  forelock. 

For  the  morn  ye  never  saw. 

Altho'  time  heals  mony  troubles 

That  are  aften  hard  to  bcai', 
Dinna  count  on  help  frae  ithers. 

For  ye  hae  to  dae  your  share  : 
'i'ho'  the  tide  may  turn  withoot  ye 

That  is  ruled  by  Natuie's  law, 
Tak'  it  at  the  Hood,  an'  trust  na 

To  the  morn  yo  never  saw. 

In  oor  youth  what  thochtless  wastrie. 
Aye  I  an'  even  in  oor  j)rime  ; 

Ane  wad  think  there  was  nae  end  o't, 
We're  sae  prodigal  o'  time  : 


KISS   THE    SAIR    PLACE.  265 

But  when  up  in  years,  my  callants, 

Ye  wad  fain  the  past  reca', 
Then  nae  mair  are  moments  squandered, 

For  the  morn  we  never  saw. 

Just  a  word  in  application — 

As  the  parsons  say — to  teach 
Hoo  we  prize  the  years  that 's  slipt  us, 

An'  are  far  ayont  oor  reach  : 
But  'twill  dae  nae  guid  to  grumble 

That  oor  chances  noo  are  sma' ; 
Set  to  wark  to  mak'  the  best  o't, 

For  the  morn  ye  never  saw. 


KISS  THE  SAIK  PLACE. 

See  the  wee  bit  toddlin'  bairnie 

Staggerin'  owre  the  cottage  floor, 
Quits  its  grip  an'  tines  its  balance, 

Gies  its  wee  bit  head  a  dure ; 
See  the  mither  rin  to  raise  it, 

Croodles  owre 't,  an'  strokes  its  broo, 
"Let  your  mammy  kiss  the  sair  place ; 

There,  my  bairn  is  better  noo." 

When,  as  laddies,  we  were  promised 

Whiles  a  treat  in  schulin'  days. 
An'  admonished  to  be  eydent 

Owre  oor  "  Lennie's  "'  an'  oor  "  Gray's  "  ;  ^ 
Gin  we  risked  to  play  the  truant. 

We  for  this  were  richtly  ser'ed. 
For  the  Maister  left  a  sair  place, 

An'  oor  faither  did  na  spared. 

When  in  calf-love  days  you  're  jilted 

By  some  lassie  you  admire. 
An'  you  think  the  warld  's  grown  dreary, 

An'  you  'd  fain  frae  it  retire  ; 

1  Lennie's  Grammar  and  Gray's  Arithmetic  ;  two  classics  in  school 
fifty  years  ago.  I  remember  them  well ;  bound  in  full  leather.  Books 
were  books  then. — J.  P. 
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Foolish  laddie,  you  're  but  learnin' 
What  your  elders  ken  owre  weel  : 

Women's  wiles  leave  mony  a  sair  place 
Time  alone  can  kiss  an'  heal. 

When  misfortune's  blast  has  found  us 

Cowerin'  neath  some  scanty  beild, 
When  oor  erstwhile  fiien's  desert  us. 

An'  to  dark  despair  we  yield  ; 
Gin  some  kindly,  generous  nature 

Gies  us  e'en  a  word  o'  cheer, 
'Tis  a  balm  that  soothes  the  sair  place 

Better  far  than  gifts  o'  gear. 

AMien  the  heart  is  bowed  wi'  sorrow 

Aftentime  owre  deep  for  words, 
An'  the  warld,  that  ance  could  cheer  ye, 

Noo  nac  solid  peace  atibrds, 
Then  some  neil)our's  kindly  action 

Seems  to  lift  a  load  o'  pain, 
Brings  ance  mair  the  smiles  an'  sunshine. 

As  the  mither  soothes  the  wean. 

Let  us,  then,  where  puirtith  pinches, 

Gie  what  little  help  we  can. 
An'  tho'  clad  in  tattered  garments, 

Dinna  let's  despise  the  man  ; 
For  beneath  these  rags  there  may  be 

Truer  heart  as  e'er  was  born, 
Which  will  feel  its  sairs  mair  keenly 

Wlicn  the  woi'ld  has  nouuht  but  scorn. 


CO.MK  IN   All  INT. 

Vol  '\K  nae  doot  seen  a  flock  o'  sheep 

In  caiHiy  shepherd's  care, 
Whiles  nibblin'  in  the  grassy  ditch 

As  'yont  the  road  they  steer ; 
The  watchfu'  collie  rins  an'  youflfs 

When  some  wee  lanimie  strays. 
Till  ordered  to  "come  in  ahint," 

Wlicn  pi-oniptly  he  obeys. 
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E'en  like  the  shepherd  wi'  the  doug 

That  minds  its  maister's  words, 
We  hae  to  watch  oor  life's  desires 

Just  like  sae  mony  herds  ; 
An'  should  we  ance  owrestep  the  mark, 

Before  we  gang  owre  far, 
A  timely  stern  "come  in  ahint" 

May  save  frae  something  waur. 

If  we  could  aye  oor  passions  guide. 

That  aft  wad  lead  us  wrang 
In  ways  o'  sinfu'  pleasures,  bought 

Wi'  mony  an  after-stang  ; 
When  slee  temptation  whispers  saft, 

"The  warl'  will  never  ken," 
Then  conscience  cries,  "  Come  in  ahint,'"' 

An'  saves  us  muckle  pain. 

Oor  l)airns  wad  suue  be  maisters  gin 

They  gat  their  wilfu'  way  : 
Sae  we  can  ne'er  begin  owre  sune 

To  teach  them  to  obey  : 
An'  when  rebellious,  as  at  times 

The  maist  o'  them  will  be. 
The  faither's  stern  "come  in  ahint" 

Will  curb  their  wills  a-wee. 

Sometimes  when  lovers  c^uarrel,  an' 

The  breach  no'  like  to  heal, 
Tho'  pairted,  as  if  ne'er  to  meet. 

They  like  ilk  ither  weel ; 
Throw  pride  aside  gin  you  're  to  blame^ 

An'  own  your  faut  richt  oot ; 
A  whispered  saft  "come  in  ahint" 

Will  Ijring  them  back  nae  doot. 

If  we  hae  wandered  frae  the  faith 

Oor  faithers  held  sae  firm. 
An'  speculative  themes  hae  lured 

Wi'  their  seductive  charm  ; 
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There  comes  a  time  when  we  are  fain 
To  hae  the  auld  faith  hack, 

An'  reason  cries  "come  in  ahint," 
III  humbler  ways  to  walk. 

Gin  there's  a  deil  to  tcmj)!  [luir  folk 

To  whiles  gang  off  the  straueht, 
Just  keep  a  sharp  lookoot,  an'  set 

Your  conduct  as  yon  ought ; 
Ne'er  be  beguiled  by  honeyed  words 

To  dae  what  brings  disgrace, 
Just  mind  him  to  "come  in  ahint," 

An'  keep  his  proper  place. 

HUNT  THE  GOWK! 

TiiK  fules  are  no'  a'  deid  yet,  as 

Frae  day  to  day  appears — 
Young  fules,  for  whom  there's  some  excuse, 

An'  waur  anes  up  in  years  ; 
They  're  a'  on  bubble  schemes  engaged. 

Or  fulish  ei-rands  l)ent, 
Whilk  turn  oot  but  a  hunt  the  gowk. 

When  time  an'  siller's  spent. 

The  phantom  pleasures  that  we  seek. 

An'  strive  for  late  an'  ear', 
Aft  turn  oot  like  the  Deid  8ea  fruit, 

Or  bring  us  nocht  but  care  ; 
The  prospects  aye  seem  bright  eneuch. 

Until  we  reach  the  goal, 
An'  then  it's  but  a  hunt  the  gowk 

To  gull  some  silly  fule. 

;See  yonder  youth  wi'  anxious  e'e 

The  sportin'  paper  scan. 
To  Hnd  the  stakes  he  risked  arc  gane, 

An'  he  's  a  puirer  man  ; 
^'ould  he  but  see  ahint  the  scenes, 

Hoo  wires  are  deftly  pulled, 
llc'd  find  himsel'  a  hunt  the  gowk — 
Anither  greeny  fuled. 
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The  love  ye  lavished  nicht  an'  morn 

On  yon  fair  blushing  queen 
Gied  promise  o'  a  sweet  return, 

An'  a'thing  looked  serene  ; 
But  when  she  left  ye  in  the  cauld, 

An'  chose  anither  mate, 
Ye  fand  'twas  but  a  hunt  the  gowk, 

But  fand  it  oot  owre  late. 

We  sometimes  dream  o'  climbin'  up 

To  heights  o'  wealth  an'  fame, 
An'  naething  will  content  us  but 

A  much  belauded  name  ; 
Mair  like  we  '11  flounder  in  the  bogs 

Where  social  wrecks  are  rife, 
To  find  it 's  but  a  hunt  the  gowk 

That 's  blighted  mony  a  life. 

Gin  we  wad  be  content  to  plod 

An'  tak'  oor  pleasures  slow. 
An'  seek  the  simple  joys  that  leave 

Nae  aftermath  o'  woe. 
We  'd  hae  nae  cause  to  grumble  then 

An'  rail  at  Fortune's  froon  ; 
We  wadna  play  the  hunt  the  gowk, 

An'  aye  be  hauden  doon. 

What  tho'  we  toil  baith  nicht  an'  morn 

To  hoard  a  pickle  gear. 
An'  lea'  oor  minds  to  rin  to  weeds 

For  want  o'  healthy  lear ; 
When  youth's  bricht  days  are  past  an'  gane,. 

We  '11  at  the  last  repent ; 
For  siller 's  but  a  hunt  the  gowk 

That  brings  nae  pure  content. 

It 's  no'  alane  on  April  first 

They  fulish  eiTands  gang. 
For  there  are  some  sae  warped  an'  thrawn 

They  're  sure  to  choose  the  wrang ; 
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Some  see  their  error,  ati'  reform 
Gin  they  've  been  fnled  but  ance  ; 

But  there  are  life-hmg  hunt  the  gowks 
Tliat  never  can  loarn  sense. 


WAIT  AM»  ilUl'i:. 

■Cease  repining,  troubled  heart. 
Time  will  soothe  the  bitter  smart ; 
Now,  though  dark  the  clouds  may  lowei', 
Summer  comes  with  sun  and  shower ; 
Wait  and  hope. 

Though  thou  niay'st  lia\e  loved  and  yearned 
For  a  love  yet  unreturned  ; 
Though  thy  wealth  of  love  were  wasted 
For  a  mutual  love  untasted, 
Wait  and  ho])c. 

Kindness  wins  a  kindred  feeling, 
And  the  heart,  yet  unrevealing, 
Love's  mute  mysteries  may  yet 
True  felicity  beget; 

Wait  and  hope. 

May-be  thou  hast  loved  and  lost. 
Shadows  o'er  thy  pathway  crossed; 
Though  forlorn  thy  life  may  be, 
Tiiere  are  brighter  days  for  thee  ; 

Wait  and  ho])e. 

Come,  no  longer  sadly  shun 
Summer  breezes,  summer  sun  ; 
Let  not  winter's  storm-clouds  roll 
O'er  thy  dark,  desj)airing  soul ; 
Wait  and  hope. 

And  as  sure  as  summer  brings 
Flowers  and  fruits  and  pleasant  things, 
So  thy  i)ath  will  bloom  anew 
With  a  mutual  love  and  true  ; 
Wait  and  hope. 
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HEAVEN  IS  NO'  SAE  FAR  AWA.' 

This  world  has  mony  beauteous  spots, 

And  wonders  rare  that  reach  the  heart : 
We  cannot  gaze  on  God's  great  work 

An'  think  o'  Him  as  far  apart ; 
We  see  His  footsteps  'mang  the  flowers, 

An'  hear  His  voice  when  breezes  blaw, 
While  nature  everywhere  affirms 

That  Heaven  is  no'  sae  far  awa'. 

An'  there  are  mony  worthy  souls 

Amang  the  puir  aye  daein'  guid, 
To  cheer  the  widow  'mid  her  tears. 

An'  children  in  their  orphanhood  ; 
On  Christ's  example  they  rely. 

To  teach  the  world  that  after  a' 
Kind  words  an'  deeds  are  valid  proofs 

That  Heaven  is  no'  sae  far  awa'. 

Amid  the  darkest  city  slums, 

Where  vice  an'  greed  together  herd, 
Where  foul  debauchery  shuns  the  licht 

An'  human  lives  are  warped  an'  blurred. 
There  still  are  hearts  like  jewels  bricht, 

Forced  low  by  puirtith's  iron  law, 
Wha's  lives  nae  foulness  can  besmirch. 

For  Heaven  is  no'  sae  far  awa'. 

I  put  nae  trust  in  them  Avha  preach 

That  power  for  guid  is  gi'eri  to  few. 
Yet  hug  some  dim  uncertain  dream, 

'Tm'HI  a'  be  richt  ayont  the  blue  ; 
Noo  is  the  sure  accepted  time 

To  labour  at  the  Maister's  ca', 
An'  show,  amid  life's  darklin'  scenes, 

That  Heaven  is  no'  sae  far  awa'. 

'Tis  no'  the  creeds  which  men  profess, 

Nor  yet  the  shibboleths  they  preach, 
But  heart-communin's  true  an'  guid 

The  Faither's  listenin'  ear  will  reach  : 
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P^or  Imman  heaits  are  grander  far 

Than  mightiest  creeds  the  world  ere  saw  ; 

While  humble  upright  lives  proclaim 
That  Heaven  is  no'  sae  far  awa'. 

While  listenin'  to  the  prattlin'  words 

That  give  a  charm  to  babyhood, 
You  tell  me  that  their  nature  's  vile, 

That  there  is  no'  a  trait  o'  guid  : 
I  care  not  what  3'our  creeds  assert, 

Christ's  words  I  deem  a  higher  law. 
An'  childhoods  innocence  to  me 

Proves  Heaven  is  no'  sae  far  awa'. 

Let  men  hae  but  some  cml  in  \'iew, 

To  raise  the  fallen,  aid  the  puir, 
Sae  then,  when  the}'  are  ca'd  awa'. 

They  '11  lea'  the  world  mair  bricht  an'  fair 
To-day  's  the  time  for  labour's  task. 

An'  tho'  your  efforts  be  but  sma', 
E'en  here  you  '11  reap  a  rich  reward. 

For  Heaven  is  no'  sae  far  awa'. 


WHEN  THE  DAYS  ARE.  CRKKl'IN"  IN. 

The  simmei'  flowers  are  withered, 

The  simmer  winds  are  gane, 
An'  yellow  leaves  lie  scattered 

On  upland  an'  in  glen  ; 
The  l)uriiie  lilts  sae  dolefu' 

As  its  drundie  waters  rin. 
An'  the  sun  curtails  his  glances 

When  the  days  are  creepin'  in. 

The  stacks  hae  a'  been  thackit, 

We've  laid  aside  the  plough, 
The  tatties  a'  are  iiowkit. 

An'  the  simmer  dargs  are  thro' ; 
An'  noo  beside  the  ingle, 

In  the  neuk  sae  snug  an'  clean, 
Sae  canty  we  foregather 

When  the  days  are  creepin'  in. 
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Noo  winter 's  comin'  surely, 

Wi'  cauldrife  win's  an'  snaw, 
We  're  thankfu'  for  oor  biggin', 

Altho'  oor  cot 's  but  smn' ; 
We  envy  nae  the  riches 

Sae  mony  try  to  win  ; 
We  hae  oor  simple  pleasures 

When  the  days  are  creepin'  in. 

An'  for  the  helpless  ootcasts 

We  never  grudge  a  bite  ; 
We  're  fain  to  gie  them  shelter 

Frae  the  nippin'  winter's  night : 
For  we  think  o'  oor  ain  laddie 

Far  frae  a'  his  kith  an'  kin, 
Amang  strangers  may  be  fendin' 

When  the  days  are  creepin'  in. 

Auld  age  comes  on  us  creepin', 

For  oor  simmer  days  are  past, 
An'  sune  we  maun  be  sleepin' 

Amang  the  mools  at  last ; 
But  yonder,  where  oor  hope  is. 

Free  frae  a'  stains  o'  sin, 
There  will  be  nae  cheerless  Avinters 

When  the  days  are  creepin'  in. 


I'LL  FECHT  TILL  I  DEE. 

I  'm  a  peaceable  chap  when  I  'm  tethered  at  hame, 

Wi'  the  ties  o'  my  liairns,  an'  my  couthie  guid-dame  : 

I  quarrel  wi'  nae  ane,  nor  yet  interfere 

Wi'  the  neibours  at  ban',  act  they  ever  sae  queer  ; 

But  should  they  misca'  me,  or  wreck  my  guid  name, 

Or  seek  to  bring  discord  among  us  at  hame, 

I  'm  ready  to  gie  them  as  guid  as  they  gie, 

An'  for  hame,"wife,  and  weans,  faith,  I  '11  fecht  till  I  dee. 

If  ye  're  coortin'  a  lass  that  ye  think  muckle  o'. 
An'  she  in  return  thinks  the  warl'  o'  her  jo, 
Ye  surely  wad  shield  her  frae  a'  kinds  o'  scaith, 
An'  listen  to  naething  to  weaken  your  faith ; 
18 
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r>ut  should  some  mean  suitor,  wi'  underhau'  airts, 
Kiidoavour  to  siiuler  your  twa  trustin'  hearts, 
Ye  re  nae  man  ava,  j^in  ye  no  say  wi"  me, 
For  the  hissic  I  loe  I  will  fcclit  till  I  dee. 

Ye 're  puir  sliauchlin"  creatures  that  ken  iia  their  mind, 
But  are  just  like  the  leaves  blawn  a'  airts  wi'  the  wind, 
\Yha  hae  nae  richt  princijjle  guidin'  their  acts, 
An"  retail  idle  gossip  as  gin  it  were  facts. 
Awa"  oot  my  gate,  I  've  nae  use  for  sic  crew  ; 
(lie  me  the  upricht  man  thats  faithfu'  an'  true, 
Wha  "11  stick  to  the  strauoht  road  tho'  a'  gang  agee, 
An"  for  honour's  sake  's  ready  to  fecht  till  he  dee. 

There's  nae  word  1  ken  tlial  s  sac  nuicklc  abused, 

Or  oftener  by  the  base-spirited  used. 

Than  Loyalty — oh  !  but  it  covers  a  lot 

O'  ill-deeds  that  leave  on  oor  standard  a  blot ; 

8ic  Avrang  daein',  tho'  dune  in  the  name  o'  oor  t^)ucen. 

Is  a  thing  I'm  ashamed  o"—  despicable,  mean  ; 

They  may  prate  o"  sic  loyalty  wha  like  for  me. 

But  for  honour  and  justice  I  11  fecht  till  I  dee. 

There  are  folks  wha  can  talk  o"  their  friendships  fu'  gle: 
"Wha  to  help  ye  in  trouble  will  no  lift  a  leg, 
Their  offers  o"  help  come  when  a'  thing  is  fair, 
^^'hen  your  purse  is  weel  lined  an'  you  haena  a  care : 
P)Ut  the  first  cloud  o'  sorrow  sends  them  a"  adrift, 
All'  ve're  left  to  yoursel'  "mid  misfortune  to  shift; 
But  for  frien"s  wha  wad  share  their  last  shillin'  wi"  me. 
Should  I  need  it,  for  them  I  wad  fecht  till  I  dee. 

I  winna  boo  doon  to  the  greatest  on  earth, 
If  a'  he  can  boast  o's  his  fortunes  an'  birth, 
Nor  yet  to  a  party  that  bolster  up  wrang. 
An"  ignore  jiuirtith's  cry  in  the  grip  o'  the  Strang  ; 
But  where  they  bring  fairly  their  deeds  to  the  licht. 
Redress  grievous  ills,  and  conserve  what  is  richt. 
They'll  get  my  sujiport,  tho"  it's  a"  I  can  gie  ; 
But  'gainst  legal  oppression  I  11  fecht  till  I  dee. 


V. 

/llMsccUaneous  poems. 

"Accept  my  best  thanks  for  your  book,  into  which  I  have 
looked  with  great  pleasure.  Your  songs  are  full  of  nature,  and 
love,  and  truth,  and  pious  wisdom,  and  genuine  Scottish  feeling. 
'  The  Thistle '  is  an  excellent  glorification  of  our  kingly  weed ; 
and  the  '  Royal  Mouse '  is  a  poem  that  would  have  done  credit  to 
Burns." — Letter  from  Professor  Blackie. 


V. 

MISCELLANEOUS    POEMS. 


THE  ROYAL  MARRIAGE. 

While  fevered  nations  cease  their  burning  strife, 
And  war-worn  veterans  seek  their  homes  again  ; 
While  mourning  widows  'mid  their  blighted  life, 

And  orphans  in  their  prayers, 
Think  of  the  loved  who  fell  on  battle  plain, 

Unmoved  by  sighs  and  tears  ; 
And  patriot  hearts  with  holy  feelings  swell 
For  the  brave  ones  in  duty's  cause  who  fell ; 

Within  our  peaceful  kingdom,  far  and  near. 
Mid  city  life,  in  rural  cot  and  hall, 
A  nation's  voice  is  raised  in  loyal  cheer 

On  the  bright  bridal  morn  : 
Ood  bless  the  fair  Louise  resounds  from  all — 

God  bless  the  Lord  of  Lome ; 
And  Scotland  sees  with  patriotic  pride 
Her  son  united  to  a  peerless  bride. 

On  mountain  tops  the  lurid  bonfires  blaze, 

As  when  of  old  to  herald  war's  alarms. 

Rut  now  the  thoughts  of  peace  and  joy  they  raise, 

And  call  the  happy  free 
Not  to  repel  a  proud  invader's  arms — - 

'Tis  England's  jubilee ; 
An'd  peer  and  peasant  join  with  one  accord 
To  hail  the  maiden  and  her  happy  lord. 
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Uur  fair  domiiiioii,  loyal  to  the  core, 

Vies  with  our  mother-land  to  wisli  them  jo}' ; 

And  Scottish  hearts,  where'er  the  wide  world  oei-. 

One  sentiment  express, 
That  heaven  will  watch  them  with  a  loving  eye. 

And  gnard,  protect,  and  bless 
\\  ith  love  felicitous  that  will  abide  ; 
Not  the  cold  form  which  mocks  a  purchased  bride. 

If  such  wei'e  needed,  'twill  our  hearts  unite 

In  closer  bond  to  our  belovrd  (,^)ueen, 

\\  hose  virtues  shine  with  a  refulgence  bright. 

Though  sorrow  clouds  her  heart : 
A  mother  to  her  people  she  hath  been. 

And  we  must  act  our  part, 
Like  loving  children  ready  to  obej^. 
When  called  to  peaceful  scene  or  battle  fray. 

Campbell,  the  scion  of  a  noble  race, 

AVhose  deeds  of  valoui-  shine  on  history's  page, 

May'st  thou  through  life  their  worthy  footsteps  trace 

Though  now  in  l)attle-tield 
No  longer  clansmen  glorious  warfare  wage 

Or  deadly  claymore  wield  : 
Thine  be  the  path  which  art  and  science  claim  : 
Here  add  new  lustre  to  thy  honom-ed  name. 

For  thee,  fair  daughter  of  a  nol)le  (.()ueen, 
We  wish  thy  life  as  happ}',  pure,  and  good  : 
Thine  be  the  Christian's  better  part  to  win, 

And  shine  in  all  thy  deeds  ; 
Ma}'^  never  grief  within  thy  heart  intrude, 

As  'neath  thy  mother's  weeds  : 
Thine  be  the  queenly  virtues  we  admire  ; 
Thine  be  the  genius  of  thy  noble  Sire. 

So  when  thou  hear'st  our  acclamations  peal ; 
So  when  thou  see'st  torch  and  ta})er  gleam. 
Know  that  our  hearts  are  ever  staunch  and  leal, 
And  true  to  all  that 's  free  : 
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Deem  not  our  vows  an  empty  worthless  dream ; 

"We  will  be  true  to  thee, 
Long  as  thou  keep'st  thy  wifely  honour  bright, 
And  hold'st  thy  lord's  heart  as  thy  love's  true  right. 

.\nd  we.  though  parted  from  our  fatherland — 
The  land  thy  mother  loves  with  many  ties — 
With  willing  hands  and  willing  hearts  Avill  stand 

To  guard  thy  happy  home  : 
Our  country's  stainless  memories  we  prize 

Wherever  we  may  roam. 
And  dearer  for  all  time  because  of  thee 
Will  be  to  us  that  land  across  the  sea. 


EGBERT  BUENS. 

(written    for   a   CALEDONIAN    SOCIETY   GATHERING.) 

While  gathered  here  frae  a'  the  airts, 
Wi'  mirth  an'  sang  to  cheer  oor  hearts, 
Ae  name,  'boon  a',  a  lowe  impairts 

To  Scottish  veins  : 
He  wha  auld  Scotia's  fame  asserts 

In  Doric  strains. 

Dear  Ploughman  Bard,  wha's  meteor  flicht 
Gleamed  but  a  span,  then  sank  in  nicht. 
Yet  left  ahint  a  glamour  bricht 

0'  sang  sublime, 
An'  gilded  wi'  poetic  licht 

The  stream  o'  time  ; 

Thy  name  an'  fame  become  mair  dear 
As  time  rows  roun'  the  circling  year ; 
An'  Scotia's  sonsy  bairns,  where'er 

They  may  foregather, 
Delichted,  list  thy  lilts  to  hear 

Frae  ane  anither. 
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In  youthfu'  hearts  thy  luve-straiii  sweet 
Gars  the  warm  h\nk\  aye  faster  beat 
At  gloamin'  hour,  when  lovers  meet 

O'  simmer  days, 
An'  "  sighs  an'  vows  "  again  repeat, 

]\y  "banks  ;in'  braes." 

Still,  patriot  hearts  are  nerved  for  war, 
When  lowers  the  thunder-cloud  afar, 
An'  Scottish  heroes  dae  an'  daur 

As  in  the  past ; 
Xae  coward  hearts  thy  fame  shall  mar 

In  •'  war's  rude  blast." 

Thy  thunder-blasts,  langsyne  sent  forth 
Against  the  [)ridn  o'  raid\  or  birth, 
Still  tiiid  an  echo  oi-r  the  earth. 

In  ilUa  Ian', 
An"  {)i-ove,  wi'  honest,  sterling  worth, 

"  A  man  's  a  man.  " 

Where  crawling  hypocrites  are  rife, 
Smooth  o'  the  tongue,  yet  vile  o'  life. 
Thy  satire  ])ierces  like  a  knife 

In  flesh  an'  l)lnid, 
An'  bares  the  root  o'  cantin'  strife 

r  "  the  unco  guid.  ' 

15ut  i)iety,  wherever  i)ure, 

Ye  noted  'mang  the  simple  puir, 

An'  pictured  i'  the  rea<ling  hour, 

In  cottai's  hame, 
Warm  love  for  llim  wha  did  endure 

The  cross  an   shami;. 

An'  sympathy  thou  didna  lack 

Where  stern  oppression  bowed  the  back 

For  serf  or  slave,  or  white  or  black. 

Thy  heart  did  yearn. 
An   curst  the  tyrant  wha  could  mak' 

"  .\  liiithor  nuiuni." 
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Aye,  e'en  thy  sympathy  Avent  oot 

To  puir  dumb  creatures — bird  an'  brute, 

Nor  heard  their  sutfei'ing  cry  withoot 

A  pang  o'  grief : 
An',  ever  watchfu',  kindly  thot 

To  gie  relief. 

Thou  hadst  thy  fau'ts ;  an'  wha  is  there 
Wad  hae  his  inmost  thochts  laid  bare. 
Or  show  his  words  an'  actions  square  1 

Sic  saint,  alane, 
Daur  ought  against  thy  fame  declare, 

Or  cast  a  stane. 

Na,  Robbie,  had  ye  been  a  saint 
Withoot  a  flaw  or  sin's  mirk  taint, 
I  fear  me,  we  'd  hae  looked  asklent 

To  hear  ye  rave  ; 
Your  words  an'  guidin',  baith  ill-spent, 

"  Amaug  the  lave." 

Thy  very  fau'ts  are  beacons  bricht 

To  help  us  forward  to  the  licht, 

Wheti  thrawart  hearts  wad  frae  the  richt 

On  ill-rades  gang, 
Yet  scorn  to  hide  if  e'er  sae  slicht 

"  A  kennin'  wrang." 

Still  a'  thy  glowin'  words  endure, 
Bricht  glints  o'  rare  poetic  power, 
To  lichten  mony  a  weary  hour 

0'  puirtith  sair. 
Till  stern  oppression,  fell  an'  dour. 

Can  harm  nae  mair. 

Noo,  far  frae  a'  our  praise  or  blame. 
We  guard  wi'  jealous  e'e  th}'  fame, 
While  fancy  haunts  oor  far-oflf  hame. 

An'  Ayr-ward  turns ; 
In  gentle  tones  we  speak  the  name 

0'  Robbie  Burns. 
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A   UOVAL  MUL'SE. 

On  till-  piilpli.iitidii  "f  this  [ixvui  in  The  Chatham  Banner  (Oiitari..),  tin- 
fiillowiiiii  note  was  inintcd  l>y  way  of  introduction  : 

A  fillow-lioanler,  who  liclon^s  to  the  (irenadiirs'  Band,  was  stationed  at 
Windsor  (astlf  for  a  time,  i-'oinf;  and  returning'  every  day.  On  li is  arrival  one 
eveninj;,  lie  entered  our  room  for  a  chat,  when,  in  taking  off  his  ovenoat,  a 
nir)use  jumped  out  from  Ids  slioulder  and  disappeared.  He  said  he  had  felt  a 
strange  feeling  about  him  all  the  way  from  Windsor,  and  then  recollected  that 
in  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  Castle  he  had  been  fondlin-  a  cat,  which  had  caught  a 
mouse  and  was  playing  with  it.  Pussy  having  dropped  the  mouse  for  a  moment, 
it  <lisappeared,  and  its  escape  could  not  he  accounted  for  until  our  friend  s 
arrival  home.  Some  weeks  after,  in  overhauling  the  room,  the  poor  mouse  was 
founil  dead.     The  line's  are  founded  on  this  incident. 

AVek  l)eastie,  wham  our  Scottish  bard 
Look'd  on'  wi'  tenderest  regard, 
Tho'  nol)ly  born,  an'  gently  rear'd, 

Let  nocht  ahirm  ye  ; 
There's  nae  occasion  to  be  fear'd, 

I  wadna  harm  ye. 

Whatever  made  the  sodger  hion 
Entrap  ye  frae  the  royal  toun, 
Frae  'ncath  the  shadow  o'  the  croon 

An'  castle  ha'. 
To  live  ilk  day  the  same  dull  roun' 

()'  here  awa'  f 

I  fear  "twill  lie  an  uiic<i  chnnge, — 

Tho'  here,  you  're  free  to  romp  an'  range, 

Vet  a'thing  will  be  dull  an'  .strange 

For  some  wee  while  ; 
Tho"  here  ye  need  na  boo  nor  cringe 

To  lordly  style. 

Hut  warsto'  a',  you'll  miss  your  meat, 
The  little  tit-bits  choice  an'  sweet 
At  royal  feasts — some  extra  treat 

Frae  maid  or  lackey  ; 
Willie  here,  there's  little  ye  can  eat 

But  books  or  liaccv. 
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But  still  there 's  comfort  even  here, 
Altho'  the  larder 's  scant  o'  cheer  : 
Nae  cakes,  nor  kebbuck,  meal  nor  bear 

To  fill  your  maw  ; 
Yet  murderin'  cats  ye  need  na  fear 

In  Bachelor's  Ha'. 

If  ye  can  find  a  corner  snug, 

Safe  frae  the  fear  o'  cat  or  dug. 

In  drawers  or  cupboard,  chair  or  rug, 

In  plaid  or  quilt. 
Then  tak'  your  ease,  nor  fash  your  lug  : 

You're  welcome  til't. 

But  mind  ye,  here  j'ou'll  find  nae  state, 
Nae  booin'  to  the  rich  an'  great ; 
Nae  fetes  nor  feastin',  pride  nor  plate, 

An'  grand  display, 
Wi'  sodgers  guardin'  ilka  gate 

Baith  nicht  an'  day. 

Ye  maun  just  tak'  things  as  they  are, 
Nor  grumble  at  your  scanty  fare. 
An'  tho'  I  haena  much  to  spare. 

You  're  Avelcome  to 't ; 
My  crust  or  crowdie  you  can  share, 

Or  gang  withoot. 

An"  may-be  when  we  're  mair  acquent, 
Oor  mutual  feelin's  better  ken't, 
Just  gambol  to  }■  our  heart 's  content, 

Withoot  a  swither; 
Sae  lang  as  I  can  pay  the  rent 

We  '11  fend  thegither. 

Try  to  forget  what  ye  hae  been, 

The  pomp  you've  shared,  the  wealth  you've  seen,. 

An'  at  your  dooncome  ne'er  compleen. 

Nor  care  a  whistle  ; 
You  're  safer  here  than  wi'  the  Queen 

In  AVindsor  Castle. 
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KITl'M'll. 

ITere  lies  n  jmir  unfurtuii;itc  beast. 
Wham  royal  tats  aiice  deeiu'd  a  feast, 
Wha  cuddled  in  the  sodger  s  breast 

Frae  pussy's  fangs, 
To  Hud  as  cruel  a  fate  at  last 

Frae  hungers  pangs. 

An'  may-be,  too,  it  felt  the  blow, 
The  fa'  frae  high  estate  to  low  ; 
An'  wi"  this  I'anklin'  sense  o'  woe, 

An'  cruel  smart. 
It  pincil  for  bygane  pomp  an'  show, 

An'  broke  its  heart. 

.Sae  like  the  feck  o'  mortals  here, 
Aye  pinin'  for  some  grander  sphere, 
Forgettin'  a'  the  joys  sae  near 

On  every  side  ; 
Or  mournin'  owre  a  j)ast  career 

0'  cursed  pride. 

Hea\ en  sa\e  me  aye  frae  sic  a  fate  ; 
I  want  na,  craAe  na  wealth  nor  state, 
Nor  for  the  favour  o"  the  ijreat ; 

An'  should  I  do  it. 
Then  may  misfortune  warm  my  seat 

Until  1  inc  it. 


WKl.LAM)  STiiKAM. 

On  Welland  banks  I  loved  to  stray, 
When  closed  the  summers  sultry  day. 
When  twilight  over  vale  and  plain 
Her  sombre  curtain  drew  again  ; 
When  by  the  grove,  the  glade  and  hill, 
The  warblers  song  was  hushed  and  still ; 
Where  bending  tlow'rets  kissed  thy  wave, 
I  hned  to  list  thy  lim|)id  lave, 

Sweet   \\'cllan(i  Stream. 
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There,  many  hours  of  sweet  delight 
I  've  passed,  when  first  the  shades  of  night 
Came  spreading  o'er  the  verdant  vale. 
When  balmy  winds  waft  on  thy  tale  ; 
There,  'neath  an  ancient  elm,  I  VI  lie, 
And  list  thy  murmurings  bul)bling  by, 
Or  slowly  wending  by  thy  side, 
Where,  o'er  the  vale,  thou  flowest  wide, 
Sweet  Welland  Stream. 


But  sweeter  far  the  hours  1  strayed 
AVith  Mary,  lovely,  peerless  maid  ; 
I  thought  not  then  of  streams  and  tides, 
Nor  culled  the  flow'rets  by  thy  sides ; 
By  mossy  bank,  where  oft  we  'd  rest, 
My  Mary  to  my  heart  I  pressed. 
While  all  her  charms  I  praised  in  song. 
Sweet  echo  sighed  thy  groves  among, 
Sweet  Welland  Stream. 


Glide  on,  sweet  stream,  glide  on,  and  tell 
Where  Mary  sleeps  in  yonder  dell ; 
Tell  how  she  faded  in  her  bloom, 
Like  flower  to  spring-tide's  early  tomb  : 
Tell  how  I  wandered  lonely  here. 
My  clouded  heart  and  spirits  drear  ; 
Tell  how  my  sigh  and  grieving  wail 
Thou  wafted  on  thy  twilight  gale, 

Sweet  Welland  Stream. 


Where  willows  to  the  night-Avinds  wave, 
I  often  muse  by  Mary's  grave, 
And  often,  as  the  tell-tale  breeze 
Whispers  amid  the  clustering  trees, 
It  bears  my  joyful  message  on  ; 
When  with  this  path  of  tears  I  'm  done. 
Beside  thee  laid,  I  '11  peaceful  dream, 
\Yhile  thou  shalt  sing  my  requiem. 

Sweet  Welland  Stream. 
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THE  SUNSET  HOUR. 

When  the  village  bells  are  chiming 

The  approach  of  twilight's  gloom, 
And  the  labourer  is  returning 

To  the  comforts  of  his  home, 
Then,  alone,  I  love  to  wander, 

Or  recline  beneath  the  bower, 
Pondering  on  the  scenes  aiound  nie 

At  the  balmy  sunset  houi-. 

I  have  wandered  at  the  day-dawn. 

When  Aurora's  golden  Iteanis, 
Glowing  o'er  the  custern  hilltops, 

Pierced  the  mist  in  Htfid  gleams; 
But  I  feel  a  happier  pleasure, 

Vea  I  I  love  that  soothing  power 
Breathed  oer  Nature's  scenes,  enchanting, 

At  the  balmy  sunset  hour. 

1  have  wandered  at  the  noontide, 

When  the  sun,  in  all  his  might. 
Lighted  up,  with  fairy  grandeui-, 

Scenes  of  ever-dear  delight : 
But  yet  fairer  were  the  valleys, 

Sweeter  fragrance  filled  the  bower. 
Gentler  blew  the  genial  zephyrs 

At  the  balmy  sunset  hour. 

At  that  hour  how  clear  the  dewdrops 

Spaiklc  o'er  the  forest  glade  ! 
Sweetly  sings  the  mellow  blackbird, 

Welcoming  the  twilights  shade; 
^lerry  laugh  the  village  children 

As  they  cull  the  wildwcMxl  Hower, 
Sweetest  even  is  echo's  answer 

At  the  balmy  sunset  hour. 

"Tis  the  hour  when  faithfid  lovers 
Seek  the  fairy-haunted  dell ; 

There,  where  all  is  calm  and  silent. 
Each  their  joys  and  sorrows  tell  ; 
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But  no  care  can  there  disturb  them, 

Grief  or  sorrow's  withering  power ; 
All  is  happiness  and  pleasure 

At  the  balmy  sunset  hour. 

Thus  I  love  alone,  at  even, 

Oer  these  woodland  scenes  to  rove, 
When  my  heart  is  sad  and  downcast, 

Far  away  from  her  I  love. 
O'er  my  grief  my  spirit  rises. 

And  tho'  sorrow's  clouds  may  lower. 
They  like  morning  vapours  vanish 

At  the  balmy  sunset  hour. 


DREAMING  OF  MOTHER. 

Ox  a  pallet,  weak  and  dying, 

A  little  orphan  lay. 
While  through  the  open  window 

He  watched  the  fading  day  ; 
Till,  weary  with  his  vigil, 
His  head  to  rest  he  laid. 
And  lost  in  airy  fancies. 
In  murmurs  soft  he  said  : 
"  I  love  to  dream  of  mother. 

To  feel  her  loving  hand 
Stretched  out  to  smooth  my  pilloAV 
From  that  happy  spirit  land. 

He  closed  his  eyes  in  slumber. 

And  rested  calm  and  still, 
Just  as  the  sun  had  vanished 

Behind  the  purpled  hill  ; 
A  smile  played  o'er  his  features 
Like  sunshine's  wintry  beam. 
While  scarce  above  his  breathing, 
He  murmured  in  his  dream  : 
"  I  'm  coming,  dearest  mother 

I  see  thy  beck'ning  hand 
Stretched  out  to  give  me  welcome 
To  that  happy  spirit  land." 
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DRAW   L\   vol  i;  STOOL  AN"  SIT  DOOX. 

WllKN  young  widow  Gleii  livctl  awa'  up  the  cleiuli. 

I  tlntcht  an"  I  dieained  o"  her  aften  eneiuh  : 

If  1  met  her  by  clianee,  I  hioked  slieepish  an  shy, 

Slie  wad  nod,  say  guid  inornin  ,  an"  atl' she  gaed  by. 

But  at  last  I  plucked  courage  ti>  gi(>  her  a  ea', 

Sae  dressed  in  my  Sunday  claes,  ))reeks,  hose,  an'  a  ; 

Oh  !  my  heart  it  felt  queer  when  I  gat  to  the  toun. 

An'  she  said  to  me,  ''Draw  in  your  stool  an'  sit  doon. 

1  diiw  in  my  stool  an'  sat  doon  by  the  fire. 

An   naething  could  I  dae  but  look  on  an'  admire  : 

My  tongue  wadiia  wag,  sae  a  word  I  ne'er  spak". 

Till  the  widow  sat  doon,  an'  the  silence  she  brak' 

By  spierin'  for  mither  an'  faither  at  hame. 

An'  boo  the  auld  crummie  got  on  that  was  lame, 

O'  the  sheep  in  the  fauld,  an'  the  hens  on  the  bank  ; 

While  "aye,  no.  an"  iinplini,    was  a   that  1  spak'. 


She  brocht  oot  the  botth',  an'  gied  me  a  diani 
^\'llilk  opened  my  mou'  like  an'  oyster  or  clam  : 
I  praised  her  white  han',  an'  her  een  o'  deep  l)lue. 
Then  crap  closer  till  her  an'  pree'd  her  sweet  mou'. 
>She  never  resisted,  but  gied  me  her  han'. 
An'  said  that  her  riches,  her  houses,  an'  lau' 
I  should  share,  gin  I  'd  leave  the  auld  folks  in  oor  toun. 
An'  cannily  draw  in  my  stool  an'  sit  doon. 


I  tisllt  her  hoo  lang  an'  hoo  fondly  I  "d  lo'ed  her, 

ll(jo  fu'  was  my  joy  noo  I'd  sought  an"  had  woo'd  hei- ; 

A  lang  fond  eml)race  an'  a  kiss  scaled  oor  vow, 

Sae  my  heid  has  l)een  lichtsome  frae  that  time  till  now, 

Neist  week  I  ve  ajipointed  to  mak'  her  my  ain. 

For  I  caiuia  thole  langer  her  living  her  lane  ; 

Sae  I  "11  dae  as  she  tauld  me  when  first  I  ca'd  roun'. 

I'll  cosily  di-aw  in  mv  stool  an"  sit  donn. 
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INDIAN  SUMMEE. 


The  glorious  days  of  summer 

Are  numbered  with  the  past, 
And  the  giants  of  the  forest 

Their  withered  leaves  have  cast ; 
In  garden  and  in  wildwood 

The  flowers  their  bloom  have  shed, 
And  the  maple  tree  is  blushing 

And  hanging  down  its  head. 

The  parching  summer  sunshine 

No  longer  lights  the  scene, 
The  summer  dews  no  longer 

Refresh  the  meadows  green. 
At  morning  and  at  evening 

The  hoar-frost  decks  the  spray. 
Like  the  signs  of  old  age  coming 

When  the  locks  are  turning  srrav. 


The  bees  have  ceased  their  humming 

The  meadow  flowers  among, 
And  hushed  in  grove  and  greenwood 

The  feathered  warblers'  song. 
Though  blue  the  sky  above  us. 

And  mild  the  midday  sun, 
'Tis  the  summer's  lengthening  shadow 

And  the  twilight  coming  on. 

As  the  candle  in  the  socket 

Gives  its  last  expiring  glare, 
As  hope  beams  out  the  brightest 

Near  the  clouds  of  dark  despair. 
As  the  soul's  ecstatic  visions 

When  the  snows  of  age  appear, 
So  the  glorious  Indian  Summer 

Proclaims  the  waning  year. 
19 
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HOW  SHALL  WE  HONOUR  HIM  1 

H(»\v  shall  we  honour  him  now  ho  is  gone  1 

How  shall  we  show  that  we  clierish  his  name  ? 
Shall  it  he  cut  in  memorial  stone 

The  trihute  we  pay  to  his  fealty  and  fame  ? 
Shall  it  he  l)lazone(]  on  pillar  or  scroll  1 

Shall  it  he  sounded  in  speech  or  in  song  ? 
Nay,  let  his  deeds  he  the  theme  of  our  soul, 

Like  him,  loving  right  and  despising  the  wrong. 
Bow  down  the  head,  reverently  tread, 

Garfield  has  gone  to  his  last  silent  rest ; 
Here  let  us  plight  our  souls  to  the  right, 

Thus  shall  we  honour  him,  hravest  and  best. 

]\lourn  we  not,  then,  as  do  those  hope-bereft. 

Learn  we  the  lesson  his  pure  life  has  taught ; 
High  let  us  prize  the  e.xample  he  left. 

Thus  shall  his  memory  ne'er  be  forgot. 
Thus  shall  his  fame  and  unsullied  name 

Still  in  our  memories  ever  be  green  ; 
Be  our  life's  aim  free  from  censure  and  blame. 

And  may  our  record  be  stainless  and  clean. 
Bow  down  the  head,  etc. 

High  was  the  standard  he  sought  to  attain. 

High  was  the  trust  that  the  nation  bestowed  : 
And  though  cut  ot^"in  the  dawn  of  his  reign. 

Mighty  tlie  power  that  he  wielded  for  good. 
Then  let  the  nation,  the  rich  and  the  poor. 

Follow  his  steps  on  the  pathway  he  trod ; 
Thus  shall  we  honour  him,  noble  and  pure, 

And  live  for  our  country,  our  people,  and  God. 
Bow  down  the  head.  etc. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OE  i)A\  iD  KENNEDY, 
THE  SCOTTLSH  VOCALLST. 

Fakfavell,  sweet  singer  of  oiu"  Scottish  songs, 

No  more  thy  lilting  shall  our  spirits  cheer, 
Nor  tell  of  Scotia's  triumphs  and  her  wrong.s, 
To  wake  the  smile  or  tear. 
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To  those  in  exile,  far  in  other  lands, 

In  cold  or  sunny  climes,  thy  tender  lay 
Felt  like  the  clasp  of  Avarm  embracing  hands. 
Of  loved  ones  far  away. 

How  oft  in  listening  to  some  matchless  strain 
Has  fancy  round  us  wove  her  magic  spells, 
And  wafted  us  to  childhood's  scenes  again, 
'^lid  cowslips  and  bluebells  ! 

Thy  martial  lays  have  nerved  us  for  the  fight. 

And  made  the  Scotch  blood  leap  in  every  vein. 
Inspiring  in  the  cause  of  freedom's  right, 
Our  birthright  to  maintain. 

And  then  thy  melting  strains,  so  soft  and  sweet, 

That  told  of  love  in  many  a  humble  cot, 

Of  trysting  hours  when  faithful  lovers  meet, 

Or  vows  too  soon  forgot. 

Again,  with  laughter  have  our  hearts  been  stirred, 

And  slumbering  echoes  of  the  past  awoke, 
As  mimicked  action,  or  some  quaint  old  word, 
Pointed  the  quip  or  joke. 

How  have  we  hung  upon  thy  varying  tones. 
And  seen  new  beauties  in  the  poet's  song, 
^Yhich  told  the  doughty  deeds  of  Scotia's  sons, 
Their  struggles  against  wrong  ! 

Here,  where  we  met  and  clasped  thy  kindly  hand. 

We  gave  thee  hearty  welcome  as  a  friend, — 
A  messenger  from  that  dear  distant  land 
Which  we  have  left  behind. 

Now  still,  the  manly  heart,  and  cold  the  hand, 

Hushed  is  the  voice  of  sweet  melodious  tone ; 
And  Scotia's  sons  afar  in  many  a  land 
Will  mourn  a  brother  gone. 

Fitting  the  end, — when  death  had  dealt  the  wound, 

Not  darkling  through  the  valley  didst  thou  grope ; 
Thy  weary  spirit  passed  away,  attuned 
To  songs  of  faith  and  hope. 
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WHERE  SHALL  OIK  LOVKD  (JXIvS  REST? 

(srciCESTED    BY    THE    (IKiICK    OK    A    CKMKTEKV    CKtHND.) 

Wherk  shall  our  loved  ones  rest 

In  their  last  unbroken  sleep  1 
Shall  it  be  by  the  river's  brink, 

Where  it  is  still  and  deep  ; 
Where  its  murmurs  waft  alons^ 

"Mid  the  zephyr's  fjentle  sigh, 
Where  the  night-bird's  scream  is  heard, 

And  the  echoes  make  reply  ? 

Where  shall  our  loved  ones  rest  1 

Shall  it  be  in  the  fragrant  shade, 
Li  the  leafy  waving  dome. 

By  the  spreading  maple  made  ; 
Where  the  grass  grows  fresh  and  green. 

And  the  cricket's  chirp  is  heard. 
Where  the  leaves  are  trembling  low, 

Like  a  lover's  whispered  word  1 

Where  shall  our  loved  ones  rest  1 

Shall  it  be  where  the  night-dews  weep, 
And  the  twinkling  stars  above 

Their  silent  vigils  keep  ; 
Where  the  winding  stream  below. 

And  the  waving  pines  o'erhead, 
Join  in  a  mournful  strain, 

A  requiem  for  the  dead  ? 

Where  shall  our  loved  ones  rest  ? 

Shall  it  l>e  by  the  wintry  wold, 
Where  the  driving  clouds  are  dark, 

And  the  storms  blow  bleak  and  cold  ; 
Where  the  sere  and  yellow  leaves 

At  the  north  wind's  breath  shall  fall, 
And  a  spotless  shroud  descends 

So  gently  over  all  1 

Where  shall  our  loved  ones  rest '? 

Shall  it  be  where  the  summer  Mowers 
And  the  merry  songs  of  l)irds 

Are  tirst  in  the  sylvan  bowers  1 
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Ah  !  yes,  let  us  lay  them  there, 

Where  flowers  shall  each  grave  adorn, 

And  tell  of  the  life  renew'd 
On  the  resurrection  morn. 


MITHERS  BONNIE  LASS. 

We  hae  a  fair-haired  lauchin'  wean, 

As  fu'  o'  mirth  and  glee 
As  ony  friskin'  lamb  that  sports 

Upon  the  gowany  lea  ; 
An'  should  ye  spier  her  name,  she  11  look 

Wi"  roguish,  lauchin'  face. 
And  say,  "I'se  dot  no  usser  name — 

I  'se  mither's  bonnie  lass." 

Ay,  'deed,  she 's  mither's  lassie  noo. 

The  younglin'  o'  the  fauld. 
An'  oor  hearts  cling  closer  till  her. 

As  we  feel  we  re  growin'  auld  ; 
We  watch  an'  guard  wi'  ceaseless  care 

Frae  a'  the  storms  that  pass, 
That  no'  a  bitin'  blast  can  harm 

Oor  mither's  bonnie  lass. 

An'  when  she  says  her  prayers  at  nicht, 

An'  cuddles  'mang  the  claes. 
We  ask  kind  Heaven  to  be  her  guide 

In  a'  her  comin'  days  ; 
We  nichtly  plead  that  she  may  hae 

The  Spirit's  savin'  grace. 
To  keep  her  pure  as  she  is  noo. 

Her  mither's  bonnie  lass. 

Her  mithei's  heart  aft  pleads  wi'  Him 

Wha  blessed  the  bairns  langsyne, 
To  hae  a  watchfu'  e'e  upon 

This  wee,  wee  tot  o'  mine  ; 
To  shield  her  in  His  lovin'  airms 

Frae  a'  sin's  foul  disgrace. 
An'  be  thro'  life  a  Guide  an'  Frien' 

To  mither's  bonnie  lass. 
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NAE  MAIR. 

Si,<iWLV  und  siully  the  muffled  licll 
Kings  oot  ii  solemn  funeral  knell 

On  the  hitiu'  winter  aii-, 
A  mournfu"  dirge  for  the  loved  and  gane, 
While  the  funeral  march,  wi"  its  sad  refrain. 
Tells  o'  ane  wha  will  march  again 

Nae  mair. 

Slowly  the  crowd  o'  mourners  go 
Thro'  the  eager  air  an'  the  drivin'  snow 

To  the  kirkyaird,  bleak  an'  bare. 
Where  the  elm  tree  points,  wi'  bony  arms, 
To  the  joyless  river  an'  dreary  farms, 
Owre  ane  wha  'II  hail  spring's  buddin'  charms. 

Nae  mair. 

He  is  laid  to  rest,  the  salute  is  fired. 
The  train  o'  mourners  hae  a"  retired  ; 

^^'hile  the  band,  wi'  lively  air, 
\\'Hkens  the  echoes  frae  grove  an'  plain, 
Whilk  silently  listened  the  funeral  strain  ; 
But,  ga}'  or  sad,  he  will  listen  again 

Nae  mair. 

Cauld  in  death  is  his  kindly  heart, 
Silent  his  tongue  ;  frae  street  an'  mart 

I  lis  frien's  will  miss  him  sair. 
But  as  the  years  roll  swiftly  In', 
We  11  lo'e  the  spot  wliere  his  ashes  lie, 
\\'bilc  his  name  shall  fade  frae  oor  memory 

Nae  mair. 

The  nicht  is  sad  wi'  the  widow's  wail. 
An'  infant  fears  are  soothed  wi"  the  tale 

(A  light  'mid  the  dark  despair), 
If  faither  comes  not,  they  '11  go  to  him. 
Where  their  cup  o'  joy  will  be  fu'  to  the  brim., 
^^'llere  hearts  are  sad,  and  eyes  grow  dim 

Nae  mair. 
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FAITHER'S  AIN  BAIKN. 

Faitiier's  ain  bairn  is  a  blue-e'ed  lassie, 

Wi'  lint-white  locks  hingin'  doon  owre  her  broo, 
An'  the  blush  on  her  cheeks  like  the  roseate  daAvnin', 

Or  the  crimson  flowers  wat  wi'  the  simmer  dew. 
Her  step  is  as  licht  as  the  breath  o'  the  zephyr 

That  scarce  stirs  the  grass  by  the  brae-side  or  cairn  ; 
As  she  rins  thro'  the  meadow,  the  gowans  she  tramps  on 

Spring  up  frae  the  tread  o'  faither's  ain  bairn. 


Her  voice  is  as  sweet  as  the  sang  o'  the  mavis 

Whilk  sings  aye  sae  saft  at  the  close  o'  the  day, 
An'  she  '11  lilt  an'  she  '11  sing  the  hale  day  thegither. 

As  she  gathers  flower-wreaths  by  burnie  or  brae. 
The  ither  wee  lassies  will  toddle  thegither, 

Awa'  thro'  the  woods  amang  heather  or  fern, 
To  meet  my  wee  lassie  ;  for  nocht  they  lo'e  better 

Than  the  sano;s  an'  the  stories  o'  faither's  ain  bairn. 


In  the  lang  winter  nichts  she  '11  sit  by  the  ingle 

Watchin'  the  flare  o'  the  dancin'  lowe. 
Or  wi'  saft  dimple  fingers  she  smooths  oot  the  wrinkles 

That  she  wunners  to  see  in  her  faither's  brow. 
It  cheers  me  to  list  to  her  innocent  prattle  ; 

An'  her  sweet  winnin'  ways,  to  a'  sae  endearin', 
Sune  mak'  me  forget  the  cares  o'  life's  battle. 

As  I  kiss  the  fair  cheek  o'  faither's  ain  bairn. 


Ilk  moi-nin'  an'  nicht,  when  the  knee  we  are  bendin' 

To  Him  that 's  the  Giver  o'  a'  that  we  hae, 
Wi'  deep,  fervent  zeal  I  press  the  petition. 

That  oor  lassie  may  never  be  taken  away  : 
That  she  may  be  kept  frae  a'  trial  an'  temptation. 

As  pure  as  she  's  noo,  is  my  deepest  concern. 
Till  some  likely  laddie  may  woo  her  an'  win  her  ; 

Tho'  she'll  ave  be  to  me  her  faither's  ain  bairn. 
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I  KKN  :i  camsteerie  wee  laddie,  wha  keeps 

Baith  auld  folks  an'  young  folks  at  hame  on  the  gang  : 
Frae  the  time  that  he  waukens,  stiaucht  on  till  he  sleeps, 

There 's  nae  rest  where  he  is  the  weary  day  lang. 
His  playthings  are  constantly  shifted  aboot, 

An'  tho'  the  cart 's  broken,  the  ciiddie  is  lame, 
He  's  as  happy  's  a  king  either  indoors  or  oot ; 

But  his  greatest  delicht  is  when  daddy  comes  hame. 

Sae  cheery 's  the  rogue,  tho'  on  mischief  aye  bent, 

He 's  a  general  favourite  wi'  strangers  that  ca' ; 
Oin  new  toys  are  gi'en  him,  he  's  never  content 

Till  he  sees  the  inside,  be  "t  engine  or  ba'. 
An'  tho'  the  last  present  be  never  sae  braw, 

Before  the  day's  owrc  wi 't  the  novelty's  tame, 
Then  the  cat  gets  a  thro'-gaun  that  ends  in  a  claw  ; 

But  a'thing  is  changed  wlu'ii  his  daddy  comes  hame. 

When  he  gangs  for  a  walk  wi'  his  auntie  or  me, 

His  cat,  like  a  collie,  comes  trottin'  alang. 
Then  hear  hoo  he'll  lauch  when  it  rins  up  a  tree. 

An'  jumps  like  a  S([uirrel  the  branches  amang  ; 
But  listen  the  yells  when  he  sees  a  stray  doug, 

An'  no'  for  him-sel'  is  he  feared  for  the  same, 
But  Girsie,  wee  Girsie,  he  shields  wi'  a  hug, 

An'  he'll  watch  it  an'  guard  it  till  daddy  comes  hame. 

The  laddies,  wha  pass  as  they  gang  to  the  schule. 

Will  sometimes  look  in  just  to  play  for  a  wee, 
An'  he'll  lend  them  his  toys— bat,  barrow  or  bool, 

An'  the  way  they  enjoy  't  is  a  pleasure  to  see  ; 
For  hours  after  schule-time  the  fun  "s  at  its  height. 

Their  lessons  forgotten  when  thrang  wi'  their  game  : 
It  ne'er  troubles  them  hoo  the  time  tak"s  its  Hight, 

An'  their  ploys  diinia  cease  until  daddy  comes  hame. 

But  see  him  at  e'en  on  dad's  knee  in  the  ncuk, 
A  smile  on  his  face  an'  his  een  open  wide, 

He  listens  to  stories  ne'er  learned  frae  a  buik, 
O'  giants  an'  fairies—  an's  ne'er  satisfied  : 
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He  '11  try  to  keep  wauken  Avhen  Nature  says  na  ! 

Whiles  noddin'  an'  Avinkin',  ilk  iiicht  it 's  the  same, 
Till  at  last,  to  the  fair  land  o'  Nod  he  's  awa'. 

In  the  arms  he  lo'es  dearest,  when  daddy 's  at  hame. 

Aye  !  aften  I  whisper  a  prayer  by  mysel'. 

That  Heaven  may  protect  him  where'er  he  may  gang ; 
When — his  laddie  days  OAvre — he  maun  fend  for  himsel', 

An'  oot  in  the  warl'  he  maun  mix  Avi'  the  thrang : 
May  the  Alices  an'  sins  that  are  ilka  AA'here  rife 

Ne'er  lure  him  aside  to  the  byAvays  o'  shame  ; 
But,  pure  as  his  bairnhood,  ilk  day  o'  his  life 

Be  as  happy  as  noo  Avi'  his  daddy  at  hame. 


THE  BAIRNIE  TAK'S  AFTER  HIS  FAITHER. 

We  hae  a  bit  laddie  doon  bye  at  the  hoose. 
An'  the  mither  aboot  him  is  cantie  and  crouse ; 
As  for  me,  wha  am  generally  sober  an'  douce. 

They  say  I  am  prood  o'  him  raither : 
Wi'  his  carroty  poAv  he  is  unco  like  me ; 
He 's  a  kip  to  his  nose,  an'  a  cast  i'  his  e'e, 
An'  a'  the  auld  Avi\'es  in  the  clachan  a2:ree 

That  the  bairnie  tak's  after  his  faither. 

0'  the  Avee  ane's  complaints  he  has  had  his  full  share. 
The  kink-host  an'  measles, — an'  tAVcnty  things  mair ; 
Yet  he  's  stoot  an'  Aveel-faurecl  a'  the  hoAvdies  declare, 

Whilk  comforts  the  heart  o'  his  mither : 
Yet  'mang  a'  the  troubles,  an'  draAvljacks  sae  rife, 
He  tak's  to  the  bottle  as  nat'ral  as  life. 
An'  aften  I  smile  as  I  tell  the  guidwife 

That  the  bairnie  tak's  after  his  faither. 

When  the  lassies  drap  in  hoo  he  coo's  an'  he  craAvs, 
An'  glams  at  their  ribbons,  their  gum-floAvers  an'  braAvs, 
Or  expresses  his  joy  Avi'  goo-goos  and  da-das. 

While  the  lassies  guflfaAv  to  ilk  ither : 
As  for  me,  Avhen  I  see  a'  the  cuddlin'  gaun  on, 
I  think  o'  the  days  afore  Kirsty  Avas  A^on ; 
For  in  a'  this  curdooin'  sae  early  begun, 

The  bairnie  tak's  after  his  faither. 
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Your  rattles  an'  toys  he  no  cares  for  a  preen, 
Nor  (lolls — whilk  the  lassocks  are  fond  o',  I  ween  : 
But  see  hoo  he  '11  warstle  an'  cock  up  his  ecn 

When  I  jingle  the  siller  thegither : 
An'  should  I  a  l)awl)ee  an'  saxpence  hand  oot, 
He  '11  grab  at  the  wee  ane  withoot  ony  doot : 
This  auld-farraiit  weaiiie  kens  what  he  's  aboot, 

For  the  bairnie  tak's  after  his  faither. 

There's  ae  thing  peculiar  to  Scotchnieii  a'  owre, 
They  're  unco  strong-wulled  an'  inclined  to  be  dour  ; 
They  winna  be  driven,  dac  a'  i'  your  pooer, 

Tho'  they'll  follow  withouten  a  swither  : 
An'  young  as  he  is,  I  can  see  i'  the  wean 
He'll  Stan'  to  his  point  just  as  steeve  as  a  stane. 
An'  he  '11  try  a'  he  can  to  toddle  his  lane  ; 

For  the  bairnie  tak's  after  his  faither. 

Let  us  hope,  as  the  years  come  an'  gang,  he  will  be 
Aye  lovin'  and  kind  to  his  mother  an'  me  ; 
Nor  frae  the  straucht  road  gangin'  meikle  aglee, 

Nor  wi'  dootfu'  companions  foregather  ; 
Aye  firmly  the  wiles  o'  tho  warl'  to  withstand. 
As  saft  as  the  doon,  yet  as  gritty  as  sand. 
An'  hand  up  his  head  wi'  the  best  i'  the  land, 

For  the  bairnie  tak's  after  hi^  faither. 


TO  1'LP:A.SE  the  BAHiXS. 

My  bonnie  wife  an'  sonsie  weans 

Are  a'  the  warl'  to  me  ; 
I  canna  boast  o'  muckle  gear. 

Yet  blither  could  na  be  ; 
The  lowe  o'  love  lichts  up  my  hame. 

An'  seek  thro'  a'  the  Mearns, 
Ye  winna  fin'  a  ha]ipior  pair. 

Or  borniior  toddlin"  bairns. 

Just  see  me  when  I  'm  hame  at  e'en 
A-sprauchlin'  on  the  floor, 

An'  playin'  bools  wi'  a'  my  micht 
Wi'  laucliin'  vounkers  four  ; 
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An'  then  I  '11  mak'  them  paper  kites, 

Or  totums  oot  o'  pirns  ; 
I  'm  just  a  bairn  again  mysel', 

An'  a'  to  please  the  bairns. 

To  music  I  mak'  nae  pretence, 

I  dinna  ken  a  note, 
But  when  I  try  to  lilt  a  song 

It  seems  to  come  by  rote  ; 
The  tune  may  no'  be  classical. 

An'  hae  some  queerish  turns, 
But  what  does 't  maitter  after  a' — 

It"  serves  to  please  the  bairns  1 

An'  when  I  take  my  keelievine. 

An'  on  the  jam-stane  draw 
A  horse  or  hoose,  or  something  else. 

Just  hear  the  younkers  craw ; 
Xae  artist  yet  wham  fame  has  reached. 

An'  gowden  honours  earns. 
Could  frae  his  patrons  win  mair  pi-aise, 

Or  better  please  the  bairns. 

Then  never  let  the  bairnies  think 

Ye  dinna  share  their  joys. 
An'  dinna  think  yoursel'  demeaned 

To  join  their  childish  ploys  ; 
Far  better  to  unbend  awee, 

Forget  life's  dull  concerns  : 
'Twill  tak'  the  kink  oot  mony  a  care 

To  try  an'  please  the  bairns. 

The  time  will  come,  fu'  soon  atweel. 

When  we  maun  lea'  them  a' 
To  bear  alane  the  warl's  cares, 

As  fortune  kicks  the  ba' ; 
An'  maybe,  when  we  're  auld  an'  frail, 

Oor  love  will  bring  returns. 
In  helpfu'  care  for  totterin'  age 

Frae  kind  an'  lovin'  bairns. 


300  A  i;ei;\\  K  KMiiitK  J!Ai;u. 


Till-:  WANING  YEAR. 

.Swiftly  to  its  close 
The  old  year  goes, 
And  nought  that  we  can  do  its  step  retard  ; 
Still  it,  with  many  a  groan. 
With  struggle,  sigh  and  moan, 
.Mid  life's  last  cl)l)ing  thi'oes, 
Dies  hard. 

Oh  !  it  hath  seen  sad  eights. 

This  fading  }'ear, 
Brought  many  Avoful  plights 

To  nations  and  to  men  ; 
Bloodshed  and  war  to  some, 
And  blackest  gloom  : 
To  others  woe  and  fear, 
A  i)rospect  drear 
Of  want  and  misery. 
Sad  heart  and  tearful  eye, 
That  we 

Hope  ne'er  to  see 
Again. 

And  it  luith  liad  bn'glit  days, 
And  sunny  skies  o'erhead. 
Full  man\'  a  mother  gave  to  heaven 
Her  heartfelt  praise  : 

While  on  her  lowly  bed, 
When,  pain  and  travail  past, 
She  gazed  with  joy  at  last 
Upon  the  lovely  cliild  kind  Providence  iiad  given. 

And  mariiage  hells  have  pealed 

A  merry  pen], 
As  in  the  solemn  church 
The  holy  man  of  (lod 
Spoke  of  the  pledges  sealed 

In  Heaven — exhorts  them  to  fulfil 
Each  unto  each  the  aows  they  take ; 
Then  to  tlicir  new  abode 


THE    WANING   YEAR.  301 

The  prancing  steeds  soon  whirl  them  away ; 

And  anxious  crowds,  around  the  porch, 
Wish  life  an'  love  for  the  young  couple's  sake, 
And  all  seems  glad  and  gay. 

But  let  the  curtain  fall 

Upon  the  woes  of  war. 
And  awful  waste  of  life  that  did  appal 

The  world  both  near  and  far. 
And  let  us  pray  that,  in  the  coming  year. 

No  tear 
May  fall  upon  a  murdered  victim's  bier ; 

But  over  all  the  earth 
Peace  and  good-will  to  man  will  reign  ; 

As  from  out  the  ark  of  hope  goes  forth, 
"With  olive  branch,  the  peaceful  dove. 
Proclaiming  heaven's  love 

To  fallen  man  ; 
Pointing  to  gloomy  wrecks  of  days  gone  by,. 
Warning  of  guilt's  undying  misery. 
And  leading  to  the  cross  of  Calvary 
All  nations,  slave  and  free, 
A  Saviour's  all-atoning  death  to  see. 

Thus  would  the  coming  year 

Witness,  alone,  contrition's  hopeful  tear. 

And  the  "  good  time  "  by  sages  often  sung. 

With  poesy's  sweet  tongue. 
Come  with  the  infant  year's  bright  smile. 

When  all  our  flickering  hopes  and  fears, 

And  anxious  toil. 
Would  dissipate  before  the  genial  ray 

Of  a  millennial  day. 

Alone  I  sit  and  dream 
Upon  this  solemn  theme  ; 
The  passing  moments,  with  a  sigh. 

Rush  swiftly  by  ; 
Around  me  all  is  darkness  and  repose. 
As  to  the  year's  sad  close 
The  clock  with  warning  finger  points, 
And  wisely  hints 
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Of  that  time  wlieii  in}'  liilK-  year  sliall  cease, 
Exhorting  me  to  make  with  heaven  my  peace, 

That  so, 
W'lieii  ])artiiig  fi'oiii  this  weary  world  below, 

Hope's  bright  illumined  star 
INIay  lead  my  thoughts  from  Time's  sad  scenes  of  woe, 
And  through  the  valley's  gathering  gloom 
Guide  on  and  up  afar  to  an  unfading  home. 


BIRTHDAY  MUSINGS. 

This  day  have  twenty  years  flown  by 
Since  first  I  ope'd  an  infant  eye 

On  this  sad  vale  of  tears ; 
And,  ah  !  what  changes  have  l)ecn  wrought 
Since  first  a  loving  mother  sought 

To  guide  my  tender  years  ! 

I  cannot  help  the  rising  sigh 
While  back  I  cast  a  wistful  eye, 
As  fain  some  token  to  descry 

Of  youth's  unclouded  joys  ; 
And  1  can  see  a  simimer  sky, 
O'er  Avhich  no  tlireatening  storm-clouds  fiy, 
And  watch  that  time  pass  swiftly  by — 

The  time  when  we  were  boys. 

And  fain  I  'd  be  a  l;oy  again 

Amid  those  scenes  of  yore, 
To  roam  by  heathy  moor  and  glen. 
By  wildwood,  mead,  and  stream. 
And  from  the  cloudlet's  summer  beam, 
The  morning  l)reeze,  the  warbler's  song, 
The  opening  Hower  with  dewdrops  hung, 
The  fairy  nook,  the  hillock  green, 
And  every  loved  and  cherish'd  scene. 

To  learn  poetic  lore. 

But  no  ;  alas  !  it  cannot  be 
That  e'er  this  heart  shall  be  as  free 
From  worldly  grief  and  care  ; 
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For  fancy's  fairest  pictures  fail 

To  paint  the  world  as  fair 
As  when,  by  streamlet,  hill,  and  dale, 
With  hearts  as  free  as  summer  gale, 
Sweet  nature's  charms  cheer'd  heart  and  eye, 
Imparting  hoj^e,  and  peace,  and  joy. 
Yea,  happiness  without  alloy 

Or  sin's  delusive  glare. 

And  where  are  those  Avho  with  me  play'd 

Upon  the  village  green. 
And  oft  together  careless  stray'd 

The  still,  sequester'd  scene. 
Where  'mong  the  springing  flowers  we  lay, 
By  meadow  green,  or  mossy  brae, 
And  told  our  tale,  or  sung  our  song, 

Or  cull'd  the  fragrant  flowers. 
While,  happy  as  the  day  was  long, 

We  pass'd  the  fleeting  hours  1 

They,  too,  are  scatter'd  far  and  wide  ; 

In  many  lands  they  roam  ; 
In  backwoods  wild,  or  torrid  clime, 

Or  on  the  foaming  tide  ; 

Far  from  their  natiA^e  home 
They  pass  their  manhood's  prime. 

But  'tis  in  vain  to  sigh 

For  those  bright  hours,  now  fled. 

To  come  again ; 
The  future  path  doth  lie 
Before  me,  where  I  can  descry 

Shadows  dark  and  dread  ; 
But  then  the  battle  must  be  fought. 

And  it  is  all  in  vain 
To  live  in  dreams,  and  labour  not. 
Then  "up  and  doing"  be  the  cry. 
Clouds  and  darkness  to  defy. 
And  soon  the  shadows  dark  shall  fly, 
And  bring  a  clear  and  sunny  sky, 

As  sunshine  folloAvs  rain. 
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Now  I  shall  hope  aiul  pray 

That,  come  what  may, 

The  coming  day 
Shall  open  calm  and  fair, 
And  find  me  ready  for  the  fight. 
To  do  and  battle  for  the  right. 

Nor  nurse  desponding  care. 
But,  journeying  along  life's  way, 

Tho'  dark  the  clouds  above, 
Some  hopeful  ever-cheering  ray 

Shall  guide  me  where  I  rove  : 

And  may  the  future  prove 
That,  though  'gainst  sin  and  pride 

But  feebly  yet  I  've  striven. 
Each  coming  dawn  shall  beam  more  clear, 
Shall  chase  away  the  gathering  gloom, 

And  in  its  room 

Bring  light  and  life 
To  nerve  me  for  the  world's  strife, 

And  brincr  me  nearer  heaven  ! 


THE  WAY-GAUN  0'  THE  YEAR. 

I'm  anchored  in  my  arm-chair  beside  a  bleczin'  fire. 

An'  a'  the  sports  o'  INIayfair  wadna  hu'e  me  fiae  the  spot. 
For  I  'm  buildin'  airy  castles  o'  the  days  that  are  to  come. 

Or   travellin'   backward    o'er   the   time    that   marked    a 
chefjuered  lot ; 
I  've  had  the  swing  an'  whirl  o'  my  boyhood's  happy  time, 

I've  had  my  joys  an'  sorrows — the  ])leasure  an'  the  tear. 
An'   tasted   "love's  youtig  dream"   that  fiickered  oot  ere 
manhood's  prime. 

An'  it  a'  comes  l)ack  sae  vivid  at  the  way-gaun  o'  the  year. 

Oh  !  the  cherished  schemes  o'  boyhood  that  we  tho't  wad 
yet  come  true, 
The  harder  cares  o'  maidiood  thatobscurcd  th<!  simmer  sky, 
The  loves  an'  disappointments  that  brought  Avrinklcs  to  the 
broo. 
The  failures  an'  successes  o'  the  past  are  Hittin'  bye ; 
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An'  yet  a  thread  o'  glamour  rins  through  the  tangled  skein, 
For  things  might  hae  been  darker,  tho'  guid  kens  they  're 
unco  drear ; 
But  the   hope  that  looks   for   blossoms  when    the  weary 
winter  's  past, 
Still  cheers  me  as  I  ponder  on  the  way-gaun  o'  the  year. 

What  need  to  seek  the  darker  side  ■?     The  mirk  will  surely 
come, 
An'  sma'  may  be  the  glints  o'  light  that  beam  across  oor 
path  ; 
But  it 's  satisfaction  surely  just  to  nurse  the  joys  we  hae. 
An'  mak'  the  maist  o'  simmer  that  succeeds  the  Avinter's 
wrath. 
What  need  to  magnify  oor  cares  till  they  loom  mountains 
high. 
An'  steep  oor  souls  in  gloomy  tho'ts  when  there  's  sae 
much  to  cheer  1 
Far  better  wad  it  be  to  tak'  a  rosier  survey, 

An'  reckon  up  oor  pleasures  at  the  way-gaun  o'  the  year. 

The  circle  o'  oor  frien'ship  shows  mony  a  mournfu'  gap, 
For  some  hae  slipt  their  anchors,  and  hae  drifted  on  the 
rocks ; 
An'  some,  noo  in  a  foreign  land,  hae  sought  a  fairer  hame. 

An'  settled  doon  contented  amang  hamely  couthie  folks  ; 
An'  Death  has  snapped  the  thread  o'  some  ere  they  had 
passed  their  prime, 
0'  them  wha  humbly  plodded,  or  attained  a  grand  career  ; 
An'  the  tears  will  come  unbidden  as  we  count  the  grassy 
mounds, 
An'  oorsel's  yet  spared  to  miss  them  at  the  way-gaun  o' 
the  year. 

Still,  there  are  left  staunch  frien'ships  that  grow  stronger 
year  by  year ; 
The  farther  we  get  on  in  life  the  closer  are  we  knit ; 
We  share  ilk  ither's  confidence  as  in  oor  boyhood  days, 
Or  help  by  word  or  action  where  misfortune's  dart  has  hit. 
20 
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Ah  !  this  is  wlial  muk'.s  life  sae  sweet,  e'en  when  oor  cares 
are  rife, 
When  times  are  liard,    an    jiuiitith  s    pinch   is  giievous 
hard  to  bear, 
To  find  we're  no'  deserted  when  their  kindly  help  we  need, 
An'  oor  hopes  hae  almost  pei'ished   wi"  the  way-i^aiin  o 
the  year. 

The  young  may  pass  it  lightl}',  this  time  o'  tho'tfu'  change, 

An'  only  see  the  jollity  it  brings  to  cot  or  ha' ; 
Their  hearts  are  yet  nnscai-ed   by   cares   that  pass  them 
lightly  by, 
Nor  wad  I  hae  it  itherwise,  sae  joy  I  w'ish  them  a  : 
But  wewha'vc  passed  life's  keystane  canna  help  a  back- 
ward glance. 
For  we  live  on  memories  o'  joys  that  come  nac  mair  to 
cheer, 
An'  altho  we  hae  nac  forecast  o"  comin"  weal  or  wae, 

Ooi-  thankfulness  is  deepened  at  the  way-gaun  o'  the  year. 

Then  let  us  laise  a  fervent  prayer,  that  what  life  has  in  store 
May  be  nae  wanr  than  what  has  gane  wi"  a'  its  ups  an' 
doons. 
An'  a  hope  it  may  be  brighter  than  we  ever  dared  to  dream, 
An'   that  we  may  Ite  shielded   frae  misfortune's  wintry 
fiowns  ; 
Let's  help  ilk  ither  onward  where  the  road  is  kind  o'  steep, 
An'  raise  some  fallen  brither  wi'  a  welcome  w'ord  o'  cheer  ; 
For  the  Vmrdens  we  can  lighten  will  a  l>lessin'  bring  us  back 
Ere  circlin'  time  has  l)rought  again  the  way-gaun  o'  the 
year. 
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